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Preface 


All characters in this book are entirely fictitious and any resemblance to 
any real person completely unintended. 


The basic ideas are extrapolated from a few of the many books written by 


Emanuel Swedenborg, a truly remarkable man who lived from 1688 to 1772. 
Many references to him are available on the internet, for example 


http://www.swedenborg.org.uk/ 
http://www.swedenborg.com/ 


| have rarely used his terminology as rendered by English translators of 
his Latin. This is mainly for fictional effect. 


NF 


CHAPTER ONE 


Angela was extremely puzzled. 

Striding just below the broad crest of a ridge she could look across a 
breathtakingly beautiful valley. From the grass brushed by her feet, down the 
wide gentle sweep of the land to a river gleaming liquid gold, a spectacular 
carpet of wild flowers waved a myriad hues. Her eye took in the remarkable 
clarity of the blooms at her feet, then her head shook in astonishment as she 
realised she could resolve individual flowers amongst millions on the far slope. 

Overhead a pellucid, azure sky radiated a soft golden light, yet so clear 
was the atmosphere that distant hills stood out in crisp relief. She brushed a 
hand across her eyes, stopping abruptly with disbelief. 

‘No glasses. How on earth can | see so well without them?’ 

How indeed? She now stood absolutely still as her alert mind focused ona 
weird and unique problem. She had not the slightest idea where she was! 

Never one to show alarm she calmly assessed her predicament. On the 
plus side she felt absolutely fit, never better in fact. She was in superb 
countryside, enjoying glorious weather and the general ambience imbued her 
with a comforting sense of ease. Yet she was quite lost; so completely that she 
wondered briefly whether she was suffering amnesia. But the thought seemed 
ridiculous alongside a feeling of such well being. 

An experience from the past clicked into her consciousness. Driving 
through Sweden with some friends they had stopped in Orebro, a large town, to 
do some shopping. Suddenly she realised she had become separated from them 
and hadn't noted carefully enough where they parked the car. Disinclined to 
appear foolish asking for help she tried retracing her steps through the shops and 
streets, guessing that sooner or later her mind would recognise something she 
had seen and so reorientate itself. It did exactly that when she found herself 
looking at a piece of sculpture she couldn’t begin to understand but which she 
knew marked the car park entrance. 

But here she was puzzled by the fact that she had no memory whatsoever 
of where she had been walking. She thought back to the early morning. The 
weather had cleared after days of rain so she gave herself a day off from her 
recruitment agency. With a friend she had built up a small but effective company 
specialising in senior management, mainly, but not exclusively, for women. With 
nothing urgent awaiting her attention she decided to indulge her love of walking. 
Fortunately surrounded by attractive walks where she lived in Devon, she threw a 
few essentials into the car and set off for a picnic and parking spot some three 
miles away. She drove down the steep, narrow, twisting lane to the main road 
and prepared to nip out between the urgent holidaymakers flinging themselves 
towards Cornwall. There would be a couple of miles where she, also, would put 
her foot down, then the turn-off and the climb through wooded tranquillity where 
the car seemed to intrude. But it carried her quickly to her walks. 

‘| must have parked the car, got out and started walking on autopilot....’ 
She smiled at the ability so dubbed by a friend. When concentrating upon a 
problem which thoroughly occupied her mind she could walk a considerable 


distance without taking much notice of her location. Then she would surface and 
wonder where she had contrived to get herself. But there was always enough 
residual awareness, and the map. 

‘That’s even more odd,’ she frowned. ‘Where’s my rucksack — | never walk 
without it.’ 

Though her dilemma evoked not the slightest qualm she looked around 
with concentrated care. Not a vestige of the scene was recognisable; the 
rounded ridge stretched away in front and behind on her left, the wide soft valley 
lay invitingly to her right. The grassy slope rose quickly to the skyline hiding 
whatever lay beyond. Yet her overall feeling was of ease. There was nothing 
whatsoever to worry about. Something would happen to explain everything, an 
inner sense prompted. 

Involuntarily she looked around for other people. That, for Angela, was 
unusual; normally she was thoroughly content with her own company. She was in 
no sense unsociable and had many acquaintances but, in a crisis, she relied 
upon her own adequate mental resources. Looking for other people to provide an 
answer to her present predicament caused her a moment's surprise and she 
smiled to herself again. But when she found she could see no one at all, despite 
scanning the scene very carefully, she was no more concerned than before. 

Nevertheless, my girl, you’ve got to find out somehow. Might as well walk 
on and see what's over this rise. 

She continued along the path she had been walking. As her feet moved 
the fine grasses enveloped her in delicious fragrance, though not a blade seem 
crushed as she stepped. Indeed as she walked they parted and revealed even 
more flowers so delicate she marvelled at their resilience to her tread. So 
fascinated was she in watching her feet she didn’t see the man come into view 
as she climbed higher. When finally she did lift her head she couldn't stifle a gasp 
of astonishment. 

She found herself facing a tall, stunningly handsome figure dressed 
immaculately in a well tailored white suit moulded perfectly to his superb 
physique. Rich blond hair gleaming in the golden light framed a lightly bronzed 
face with even, well formed features. But almost instantaneously his eyes caught 
and held Angela’s surprised gaze. Intensely blue and flashing with inner 
iridescence, their power was unmistakable and unavoidable. 

Not that she was intimidated; in her work Angela was accustomed to 
dealing with men of widely varying attitudes and was eminently competent in 
handling them all. Years ago a trusting relationship had been broken off without 
warning; since then she had kept men to a great extent at arm’s length. In that 
way she surrendered no personal power to them and could safely enjoy their 
company, needing them for little else. But here, in an instant, she was enveloped 
by such power and beauty that her erstwhile protective strategy was thrust aside. 

Intuitively she knew this man held the key to her situation. 

‘Welcome, Angela, I’ve been expecting you. | do hope you're feeling well.’ 

The voice was powerful, too; a vibrant, confident timbre, warm and deep, 
purveying total sincerity. The kind of voice that makes you feel its progenitor far 


outstrips you in intellect but is completely understanding. The kind of voice she 
immediately knew she would trust. 

‘Hello,’ she began; then suddenly realising, ‘how do you know my name?’ 

‘Don't worry,’ he replied, ‘it’s all perfectly natural.’ 

‘I’m not at all worried; actually | believe I’ve never felt less worried in my 
life. However, the fact is....’ 

‘,...the fact is you’re not sure where you are. | Know. That usually happens 
with people coming the way you did. Never mind, you’ll understand very soon.’ 

‘But why can’t | remember starting my walk? Where did | lose my way? 
How did | lose my bearings? Have | lost my senses, in some odd way?’ Angela 
unloaded her questions with an ease that amazed her. Normally she would never 
reveal herself so quickly and openly. 

‘You haven’t lost any of your senses, far from it, except in one tiny 
unimportant detail. I'll explain matters as quickly as | can. Shall we sit down? I’m 
sure you are enjoying the scenery, so it’s a good place to talk and get matters 
into perspective.’ 

The man beckoned and released Angela from the embrace of his eyes. 
She saw he was indicating a seat she hadn't noticed before, a simple affair of 
two rounded boulders with a solid piece of wood across them. Though of such a 
familiar pattern she was surprised how clean and unweathered it looked. She 
accepted the invitation and he sat beside her, turning and looking deeply into her 
eyes again. Her senses quivered delightfully. 

But she was still very much in control of herself. “You haven’t introduced 
yourself,’ she ventured. 

‘My apologies. My name is Matthew.’ 

‘Thank you. Now, may | have an explanation, because | am beginning to 
feel something unusual has occurred. Perhaps | do have amnesia, for some 
unaccountable reason. Are you a specialist?’ 

‘No, you don’t have amnesia and, yes, | am a specialist of a sort. | do have 
something quite surprising to tell you. Have you noticed anything slightly different 
about the scene surrounding us? Do you feel there is something different about 
yourself?’ 

‘The scenery seems just perfect to me. The flowers are incredibly beautiful 
and | seem to have got remarkable eyesight somehow. | can’t usually see so well 
or so far, even with my glasses — and | haven't got those because I’ve mislaid my 
rucksack.’ 

‘So you feel your senses are enhanced by the experience?’ Matthew 
continued. 

‘By what experience? Look, will you please tell me what’s happened? You 
seem to be leading me somehow, perhaps rather too gently. Please just speak 
plainly...’ 

As she spoke the words an intensely powerful emotion began to suffuse 
throughout her being; a primordial feeling never experienced before. Totally 
enveloping, totally overwhelming, yet with superb warmth and empathy, Angela 
felt Matthew's eyes penetrating her whole mind, understanding its perplexity and 
drawing her to him with strength and protection. 


‘Ah,’ he breathed slowly, softly and so, so gently. “You are beginning to 
understand.’ 

‘You can’t mean....?’ she began. Then she thrust the thought away as too 
incredible, too fantastic.....too ludicrous to contemplate for an instant. 

‘But | do mean just that,’ said Matthew, stretching his arm and laying his 
hand on her shoulder. The effect was amazingly dramatic, surrounding Angela 
with an aura of such embracing protection she could almost imagine herself back 
in the womb. 

‘Surely | haven’t....?’ She tried to give words to her impossible thought, 
but they failed to materialise. Absolutely incredible, of course....yet it could just 
explain.... Within Angela’s mind her very consciousness was rapidly gaining an 
intensity and clarity at a totally new level of experience. The fantastic thought 
would provide an answer to her bewilderment; an answer to questions that had 
begun to rush through her mind with ever increasing speed. Yet it was so bizarre 
it would unleash thousands more tumbling in its wake. 

Matthew was now holding both her shoulders. ‘What you are beginning to 
think is true, he said with supreme kindness. ‘You have come through the 
experience human beings call death.’ 


She didn’t collapse, she didn’t even feel weak at the knees, but she did 
momentarily cover her face with her hands. She opened them abruptly — but 
rather than dissipating as a dream the scene before her evinced even greater 
splendour, invading her senses exquisitely. 

‘No, it's not a dream,’ said Matthew with some vigour. ‘It’s very real. 
Indeed, let me welcome you to the rea/ world.’ 

Angela laughed explosively at the familiar phrase. ‘Oh, how often I’ve said 
that — usually to someone who baulked at change.’ 

‘Now you have made the change.’ 

Abruptly Angela turned away. ‘No, | can’t take this in. | feel so 
thoroughly....oh, how do | explain it? | feel so completely me. This is my perfectly 
normal body....’ she patted her midriff. ‘Look, these are my ordinary clothes, look 
at the trainers | use for walking — well, in dry weather, anyway. Oh, come on. 
You're not going to tell me | died and brought these with me? That’s ludicrous!’ 

Matthew gave her an impish smile. ‘A very usual comment. However, 
when you thought of the next life whilst on earth, did you imagine you’d arrive to 
consciousness here without clothes?’ 

Angela had the grace to look slightly ashamed. ‘I didn’t give the matter 
much thought, to be truthful. | didn’t take much notice of services in the school 
chapel as a child and I’ve only been to a few services as an adult. | suppose | felt 
that if there was another life it would be, well, rather...’ 

‘| can see very well what you thought it would be - extremely vague! A sort 
of half life in which you would be barely conscious. Was that it?’ 

‘Mm, | suppose so. The fact is | like to have a full and busy life; | don’t 
spend much time cogitating on matters | can’t prove. Now you mention it | believe 
| thought that if there was to be another life I’d find out in due course whatever 
there was to find.’ 


‘Precisely. That's exactly what you will do. And to allay your feeling of 
incredulity, let me convince you. You mentioned your body. Did you not have a 
scar or two, or a skin blemish somewhere? Ah, yes, you did.’ 

Angela was wearing light walking gear of blue jeans, a pale blue blouse 
and a sleeveless green Barbour. As Matthew spoke her hand moved towards her 
right shin where she knew a wretched scar remained as a memento of a walk in 
Snowdonia. In the late dusk she had tried to make a short cut across fields to the 
road in the Gwynant valley and had stumbled over an unseen strand of barbed 
wire. Subsequent treatment had not removed the scar completely, which was 
why she avoided wearing tailored shorts in company. 

Her eyes met Matthew’s and she recognised a knowing twinkle. Her jeans 
hugged her legs but as she moved to make the check she was surprised at the 
ease with which they slid up at her touch. She stared at smooth and totally 
unblemished skin. 

When she looked up Matthew was smiling again. “You would have been 
convinced more rapidly had you lost a limb, or your sight, on earth!’ 

Angela stared in realisation. ‘Surely that would come as a very sudden 
shock? | mean, if one moment you are on earth and blind, and the next here and 
suddenly looking at that....’ She swung her arm indicating the valley. 

‘My dear, arriving from earth is an entirely individual event. Most people 
experience the re-awakening gradually and very pleasantly, no matter what 
happened to them finally on earth. If someone changes from a body which wasn’t 
fully operative on earth, their first experience here is adjusted until they can 
accept the fact. Then, of course, they are usually absolutely delighted and the 
first thing they want to do is to use their new found freedom.’ 

‘Usually, Angela seized on the word. ‘Surely every single one would be 
delighted. It must seem miraculous!’ 

‘Ah, that depends on the individual. Some people take what seems a long 
time to come to terms with the fact that they’ve left the earth.’ 

‘What?’ Angela wrinkled an amazed face. 

‘Oh yes. Some people simply refuse to accept what’s happened and 
maintain the whole affair has to be a dream and sooner or later they’ll wake up! 
But you won't have that problem because you’ve begun to accept it. That, if | 
may Say SO, was very quick and eminently sensible.’ 

Angela almost giggled at the compliment. ‘But if it is indeed true, my mind 
is bursting with a million questions. What happened to me? How did I, er, die? All 
| remember is driving my car this morning to go to.... ‘ The inevitable thought 
struck her. ‘Is that it — did | have a crash?’ 

‘| said you had lost none of your senses except in one unimportant detail. 
Here, very few remember their last moments on earth, just as there no one 
remembers their birth, or indeed their first year or two. Yes, people try to guess, 
some morbidly so, but sensible ones accept what has happened and what is 
here. Take my advice and do just that. It’s by far the best way.’ 

‘But where are we? | mean, where in relation to the earth?’ 

‘Often that’s the first question,’ Matthew nodded, ‘but it’s the wrong one. 
To begin to understand you need to ask why we’re here.’ 


Angela paused, recognising that the more fundamental question might 
carry implications due to the limited credence she had given an after life. 

‘So, tell me about it,’ she challenged, reverting to the table-turning 
technique she used so frequently when male clients tried to inhibit her. 

‘Certainly. I'll begin with the obvious question. What do you understand 
about infinity?’ 

Angela was embarrassed by his disarming counter. He smiled gently but 
so knowingly. Indeed when she looked directly into his eyes again she felt 
unnervingly he could read her thoughts. Brushing that aside she attempted to 
respond to Matthew’s challenge 

‘Well, it exists, of course. You know, space is infinite | suppose, or that’s 
what scientists tell us. | suppose | can’t truly comprehend it — the idea that 
however far you could look you would never find a boundary to the universe.’ 

‘As you rightly say, you can’t comprehend the notion, yet you know the 
phenomenon exists. So hold on to that. Next, what do you understand about 
creation?’ 

Angela’s eyes swept across the valley and distance arrayed before her 
and she knew what little thoughts she had on that matter were being reworked 
rapidly. 

‘| suppose | did imagine there has to be some sort of power behind it all — 
you know, the stars and the universe. I’ve read about the big bang, but that does 
seem to beg the question what caused it in the first place. When | looked at the 
minute detail of things around me, the beauty and function of flowers, for 
example, and the interrelationship between things in nature — yes, | suppose | 
believed in some force behind it all, God, or whatever.’ 

‘Angela, you have had the why answer in your mind, yet you didn’t think it 
through. There has to be an infinite Creator to give rise to infinity. But infinity is a 
dimension, not an entity. Entities, things, if you like, are by definition finite; they 
have limits. All things on earth and throughout the physical universe are finite, 
irrespective of how long they last, a few years like a human body or countless 
years like a rock or a sun. They exist in the finite dimension. So, think — how can 
the infinite produce the finite?’ 

Angela knew that normally at this juncture she would move the 
conversation along a different track to avoid appearing nonplussed. But she 
sensed instinctively that Matthew was not going to let her adopt any such ploy. 

‘| suppose | have to say | don’t know.’ 

‘Perfectly understandable, because it’s impossible, directly. There has to 
be an interface - and you have just entered it. What’s more, because the source 
of creation is infinite and therefore never ending, so the interface also is 
permanent. That’s why you'll find life here is permanent — and unavoidable, of 
course. Whilst it has many features of life on earth there are very significant 
differences. Those come about due to this dimension’s role in mediating the 
energy of life from the Creator to the finite universe.’ 

‘I’m not at all sure | grasped that,’ Angela faltered. 

Matthew responded with a booming but entirely sympathetic laugh. ‘My 
dear, you'll never fully understand it. But finding out about it, and your role in it, 


can be immensely satisfying and rewarding. That is, if you have the backbone for 
it!’ 

‘Do you mean guts?’ 

‘Alright, character, then. | was using an expression you favoured when 
interviewing clients, | believe. By that you meant determination, stickability, 
character, didn’t you?’ 

This time Angela put the direct question. ‘How do you know that? Have 
you been some sort of guardian angel watching over me and reading my every 
thought?’ 

‘Certainly not. That notion is quite at odds with freedom of thought which 
I’m sure you believed was a basic fact of life, irrespective of personal 
circumstances. However,’ Matthew inclined his head slightly in acquiescence, ‘| 
am able sometimes to sense what you are about to say. You experienced it on 
earth perhaps, when with a close friend you found you were both thinking about 
the same thing, so at the moment one spoke the other sensed what would be 
said. You probably called it telepathy. Well, as with so many things experienced 
on earth, you'll find a sharper reality here.’ 

Angela became silent as she tried to grapple with her overwhelming sense 
of awe. Thoughts and questions raced through her mind with intense clarity, yet 
the strength and understanding of her companion cocooned her from a sense of 
worry. Matthew was content to let the newcomer’s mental process of adjustment 
begin its inevitable course. 

Angela tossed her head backwards and let the light and warmth caress 
her face. She laughed lightly. 

‘| feel like a newborn baby yet with the mind and body of an adult. | don’t 
know what to do next. | suppose I’ve a great learning curve ahead of me?’ She 
recognised the phrase she used with clients when she presented them with 
offers of interviews for posts well out of their previous spheres of experience. She 
wasn’t surprised when Matthew took it up. 

‘A clear appraisal, Angela. That’s exactly what you will have. If you face up 
to it with the frankness you’re showing now, you'll find it may be exciting and 
rewarding. | do hope it will be so for you.’ 

The hint of hesitancy puzzled her briefly but he looked away and she 
decided not to pursue the point. Instead she asked the obvious question. 

‘So, what happens first?’ 

He turned towards her. ‘You'll attend a seminar.’ 

She burst into laughter. ‘You'll convince me next | am dreaming and I'll 
wake up soon back on earth. | was due to attend a seminar tomorrow. They’re an 
occupational hazard in my line of business.’ 

‘As | said, everything you do at first here will feel very familiar. Whatever a 
person’s circumstances are on earth they experience something familiar when 
they make the change. Usually the first experience is linked to their ideal, as 
yours is. Plainly you adore walking amidst beautiful scenery. Hence our sharing 
this delightful view of the valley, the flowers and the hills. But you lived and 
worked amongst people, so I'll take you to meet others who, like you, are 
absolute newcomers. Let's do it now, shall we?’ 
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Again Angela laughed at the mix of wonderment, strangeness and 
familiarity which tumbled pell mell in her thoughts. Yet she realised she had to 
follow wherever Matthew led and surrender herself entirely to his prompting. 
Unusually she found herself for once content to be so led and to have a man 
deciding for her what she should do. 

‘Not that I’ve any choice in the matter at the moment,’ she chuckled to 
herself. 

‘That's true,’ said Matthew aloud, giving a broad wink. 

Suddenly Angela frowned. ‘I’ve just realised. People will be waiting for me 
to-morrow — and, oh, whatever will happen to my two cats? Oh, the poor dears, 
they'll be waiting at the door for their food....’ Her voice trailed away in dismay. 

Matthew's arm slid across her shoulders and she was drawn into a closer 
embrace than she had experienced for years. 

‘Didn’t you ever help other people when someone, suddenly, was missed? 
Others will do whatever is necessary for your family and friends.’ 

‘Hm, you can forget family; there isn’t anyone.’ 

‘Ah, | see. Nevertheless, Angela, — look at me.’ Gently but firmly he pulled 
her to face him. She looked into his mesmeric eyes again and his whole face 
radiated warmth and loving affection. Her brief sadness was swept aside by a 
feeling of trusting dependence and sudden, certain knowledge that she had 
indeed entered a new phase of existence and could do absolutely nothing about 
her past. 

‘That's right, don’t look back yet. There'll be plenty of scope for that in due 
course. Look around and forward — you enjoy new experiences, don’t you?’ 

Still held by the power of his eyes and the strength of his arms Angela felt 
herself submitting to his entreaty. 

‘Alright, I'll try. Certainly looking around is absolutely delightful. But you 
also said look forward. Where do we go, what do | do....oh, there’s a million 
questions welling in my mind....’ 

‘Just relax again, everything will be taken care of. As to your questions, all 
necessary ones will be answered as soon as you need to know. As to where we 
go - come on, we'll walk there over this rise.’ 

He let his arms drop and turned away, releasing Angela from his mental 
embrace and indicated the ridge behind them. He stood, then strode off briskly. 
Angela had to jog a few paces to catch up with him. When he reached the crest 
he turned to allow her to take in the scene on the other side. A sizeable town 
spread out before her, solid and mature as ever a town was on earth. 

Her eyes widened at the sight and she faced Matthew, but even as she 
began to voice her amazement she smiled and stopped. 

‘’m beginning to get the message — everything here will seem quite 
familiar.’ 

‘That’s right; and down there is the conference centre where I’m taking 
you.’ He pointed to a smart red brick building with wide windows and smooth 
grey tiled roof surrounded by neat green lawns and well-tended flowers. ‘Come 
on, I’m sure others are waiting for us.’ 
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Again he was off before she could ask about who the others might be. As 
she hurried to Keep pace she wondered what the town was called, or where it 
was, what happened there, what she was going to do, was she going to live 
there, and if so in what.... 

Then her earlier feeling of contentment returned as she accepted that, as 
Matthew said, all her questions would be answered gradually. She had no control 
over the matter so she might just as well try to enjoy the process — whatever that 
was to be. Having decided this would be her approach she began to warm to the 
intriguing notion of exploring an absolutely new environment from the most basic 
first step! 
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CHAPTER TWO 


Leroy was totally baffled. 

He seemed to be in a sort of tunnel, but couldn't think how he'd got there. 
Something like a bell was clanging insistently in his ears that blotted out all other 
sounds. He couldn't make out where it was coming from. For that matter he 
couldn't make out much anyway. Where had they all gone, he asked himself? 
One minute he was leading the gang, facing that leering worm from London and 
his jeering, chanting mates, the next he was head first down this tunnel. Who'd 
pushed him down it, he wondered? And where was it? He'd never seen it before. 
Where was the entrance? 

‘Three - one, three - one,' they'd been yelling. Stupid! Manton had beaten 
the Redout last time they'd met - and they'd have done the same to-day if it 
hadn't been for the weird ‘flu that clobbered half their regular team. No way. 

His boys weren't all that bad. They didn't go around smashing up people 
and places - well, not often. But they weren't pushovers. Leroy hadn't got his 
nickname for nothing. Big Sting. He smiled at the memory of the knife he'd 
started with in the playground at school. A titchy affair, but he soon found the 
other kids were scared of it. It gave him much greater power than when he'd tried 
to fight with feet and fists. 

‘Stand up for yourself, man,’ his Uncle always said. He liked his Uncle 
John; big, strong, broad shouldered, with huge biceps and wrists like steel rods; 
worked for a cylinder gas company and tossed empty cylinders around, day in, 
day out. He had come to the Midlands from the Caribbean with his parents when 
he was a young boy and knew the area like the back of his hand, despite all the 
changes. Leroy smiled again. Uncle John had been like a father to him, which 
was just as well because no one seemed to know who his real father was. His 
mother always said she thought he was a man who bought her a drink and took 
her into the park afterwards, but she couldn't be sure. She never saw him again. 

So Leroy learnt that his little knife worked wonders in standing up for 
himself, like Uncle John said. No one ever grassed on him to the teachers 
because of what he threatened to do to them if they did, which made him all the 
stronger. 

The nickname was born the day that stupid bastard had called him the 
offspring of a so-and-so whore. Ever so quietly he'd said it, too. But very angry 
like. All because Leroy had sorted out a load of steel tubes wrongly at work. 
Taken three hours to do, it had. So it took another three to put them right, didn't 
it? Very mad the man was, all over three short hours which he would live to 
regret. 

No one grassed, as usual. The officious little foreman could not have 
identified his attackers that night even if he had dared to. The lighting was poor 
and they all wore stocking masks. 

‘| struggled with the three brutes as best | could,’ he told a reporter. ‘As | 
went down | felt a violent stinging sensation in my side.’ 

The next day Leroy found himself being called "Big Sting" in laughing 
whispers. It stuck, even after the fun had worn off in the locality. It remained, 
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because it was rather appropriate, when he became gang leader. The title had 
always been Big Man before. 

So when a few Redout fans eluded the police and taunted them in a side 
street it was Leroy's job to defend the gang's honour, naturally. When he bared 
his sting with the practised, attacking flash he’d perfected, his rival did the same. 
They circled and lunged and circled, then Leroy gashed his opponent neatly in 
the shoulder. He remembered smiling at the sweet feeling of success which, as 
he told his boys, was just what millions of warriors must have felt in the battles of 
old throughout the world, when men faced men and saw the whites of their eyes 
and heard the clash of steel in their ears. 

Leroy wondered whether the strident sound he could now hear was 
indeed the clash of steel and whether somehow, somewhere, his boys were 
fighting with swords, shields and lances. But if they were he couldn't see them, 
and for the life of him he couldn’t imagine where they had managed to get them. 

Then, very suddenly, all went quiet. Leroy felt himself relaxing; his 
muscles lost their quivering intensity of purpose. He seemed even to be floating, 
so relaxed and calm he became. He was still in the tunnel but he was definitely 
moving along with a delightfully smooth sensation. He felt himself smile, then 
laugh, and every muscle slackened completely as the glide continued. 

Although he couldn’t make out any details of the side of the tunnel, 
nevertheless it wasn’t entirely dark. Light was coming from somewhere. Leroy 
looked up. Far ahead he could just make out a point of light and realised he was 
moving towards it. He thought it must be the entrance, or rather the exit, because 
he was sure he hadn't turned round. 

In fact, he realised with some surprise, he couldn’t turn round. He made a 
determined effort to do so but was unable to stop his forward motion. Not that it 
bothered him in the least. He felt absolutely calm. The excitement of the fight had 
totally left him, which was odd, because after previous fights he was on a high for 
hours afterwards, sometimes even days, especially when the boys were 
particularly proud of his success. 

Although he felt so tranquil he couldn't stop wondering where the boys 
were. They would never leave him after a fight, no matter what happened. Nor 
would they pull him out of it. So how had he got himself into this tunnel, and why 
had he never been along it, or had ever seen it before? 

Leroy was so involved in trying to work out the reason for his strange 
situation that he reached the end of the tunnel without realising the fact. With 
dramatic suddenness he left it behind, gasping in astonishment at the scene 
which opened up before him. In his wildest imaginings he'd never conceived 
anything more superb. 

He was standing, definitely standing now he assured himself, at the end of 
a wide road flanked on either side by magnificent white houses radiating golden 
light. From balconies tropical flowers cascaded brilliance, bursting in exotic 
sprays of colour as they melted into cool green lawns. Along the centre of the 
road a profusion of majestic palms nodded gently in the stirring breeze. In the 
distance he could just glimpse golden sands and, beyond, the turquoise sea with 
foaming cream breakers advancing shoreward with perfect regularity. 
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It was the light that was so fantastic! Wherever he turned his stunned gaze 
everything, iridescent in the golden light, invaded his senses like no other 
experience in his life. But he'd often listened to Uncle John telling stories of the 
West Indies, the glorious weather, the superb colours of tropical flowers, the rich 
people's houses, the beautiful clean beaches and the sweep of the rollers 
powering in to crash in glistening profusion of surf. Being an imaginative boy he'd 
listened avidly to tales told very selectively by a man with only boyhood 
memories himself and had built them in his fantasies into a vision of a perfect 
existence. But here it was - the absolute limit of his imaginings, no fantasy, but 
vividly real, very solid and tangible. The soft breeze stroked his cheeks, the sharp 
smell of the sea mingled with the rich scent of flowers, He could see people in 
multicoloured clothes sauntering along the wide street, some sitting on the broad 
lawns of a house or looking down from balconies where they sat beneath arches 
of flowers. 

Utterly amazed, Leroy began to wander along looking around at the 
scene, inwardly calm yet with senses alert to the slightest clue as to what was 
happening to him. He turned whilst still walking onwards, searching in all 
directions for anything remotely familiar, a face, a sign, or even a uniform. The 
people seemed unaware of him, passing by without even a glance. Being fiercely 
independent he didn't want to ask anyone for help, least of all to ask a complete 
stranger where he was! So he continued walking, but with unaccustomed 
hesitancy and bewilderment. 

Nevertheless, he didn't see or hear the disco until he was right beside it. 
The throb of a familiar beat reached his ears and he stopped, reacting to 
something normal. Pausing only momentarily before the small red door set 
sideways into a white fronted building lying back from its neighbours, he pushed 
it open. Immediately the music intensified. He braced automatically, expecting 
someone to challenge him, to demand whether he was trying to gatecrash or was 
prepared to pay. With unwonted conformity he felt in his pockets for money and 
was only mildly surprised to find he had none. That was often the case but it 
rarely deterred him from doing or getting whatever he wanted. Rather more 
worryingly, he couldn’t find his knife either. 

In the small foyer beyond the outer door there was nobody, which Leroy 
thought strange, To his left were closed double doors that were no barrier to the 
music. He pushed these tentatively. Normally his instinct would have been to kick 
them open with noisy bravado, but then, normally, he would have been flanked 
by his boys ready to respond immediately to adverse response from the inmates. 
But in no way did Leroy feel his present situation normal. 

As he entered the music enveloped him in sound and he felt himself 
responding to its insistence. The lighting was subdued but comprised 
multicoloured lamps of unusual luminosity. People were dancing, or sitting at 
tables around two sides of the room. On a small stage a group was playing; even 
with only half his mind on them Leroy knew they were good - very good indeed. 
Still calm, he nevertheless looked around with logical concern. He knew he was 
crashing an unknown gig and his mind told him that spelt trouble. But his instincts 
were not responding normally. 
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A gentle but firm hand rested on his shoulder. 

Leroy knew he had to duck, pull away and flash his knife towards his 
challenger's throat in one quick, familiar movement. Part of his mind registered 
the message instantaneously, but the rest refused to co-operate. Unbelieving, he 
found himself turning quietly to see whose hand it was. 

His eyes turned at the level of the man's neck. Leroy's head jerked 
upwards at the sheer size. He was huge, broad and muscular like Uncle John 
and with a kind and understanding face as well, He was dressed in a dazzling 
white T-shirt emblazoned with an intricate coloured design on the front which 
Leroy didn't recognise and skin tight white slacks of quality material and cut. He 
wore new white trainers with black trim and side panels which complemented the 
string of jet beads around his neck. His hair was thick, black, full and tightly 
curled. 

But it was the man's eyes that riveted Leroy, They were brown and 
amazingly deep with the surrounding white flashing in the soft light of the room. 
There was an electrifying inner power that compelled attention and once Leroy 
looked into them he was captivated by their strength. For the first time for many a 
year he found himself trusting a stranger on sight. He'd learnt the hard way not to 
be so foolish on his home streets. But he knew this place hadn't the remotest 
connection with that area. Neither had he ever seen such a person as this 
before. 

‘Welcome, Leroy,' said the man. 

Leroy thought the voice matched the eyes and expected the powerful 
boom to be heard throughout the room despite the pulsating music. Surprisingly, 
he couldn’t detect a single head turning in his direction. 

Then he reacted. 'Ow d' ya know me name, man?' he asked, quietly. 

‘Because | knew you were coming.’ 

‘| don' understand, man. | was at the match, then | got pushed into a sort 
o’ tunnel, then | got ‘ere. But | ain't seen this place afore, so where is it? | know | 
ain't dreamin’, so 'ow....' 

‘Come and sit with me; there's quite a lot to explain.’ The powerful figure 
turned and moved quickly across the floor leaving Leroy watching him. The man 
sat down at a table with two empty chairs in between two parties of young people 
in late teens or early twenties. Leroy could see them laughing with one another; 
two couples sat with arms around each other. One girl was sitting on a boy 
friend's lap. On the tables were a variety of glasses, though he couldn't see the 
bar. 

The man looked across the room and beckoned to the other vacant chair. 
Leroy felt compelled to take it. He crossed the floor feeling oddly vulnerable. 
Memories of his childhood and school surfaced in his mind; of having to cross the 
hall at an assembly watched by three hundred infant pupils whose eyes bored 
into him without a trace of sympathy as he responded to the sharp instruction of 
the headteacher. He'd only pulled a girl's hair in fun, he remembered, but no one 
had been amused, and when the headteacher shook him it was with unrestrained 
anger. It was the first day he'd realised some people treated blacks differently 
from whites even when they were only five years old. 
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Leroy was glad to sit down and lapse into the relative obscurity of the 
subdued light which reached that particular table. His companion continued to 
look at him with searching scrutiny. Leroy sought guidance in the intensely strong 
eyes; they seemed deeply knowledgeable but not condemning, He felt they were 
touching feelings he had buried inside himself long ago. Suddenly, though, they 
didn’t seem as hidden as he thought they were. 

‘Good, now we can talk. My name’s Josh, by the way, I'm here to help you 
find your way around and get used to your new situation. How are you feeling?’ 

‘I'm feeling great, man, never better, But I'm bloody confused. ‘Ow in the 
name of 'ell did | get 'ere? An’ where is it?' Leroy felt himself striving to keep up 
the usual confident, arrogant poise which had become his hallmark since taking 
over the leadership of his gang. But it sat incongruously beside his inner feelings. 

‘Your choice of word is interesting, Leroy. ‘| assure you hell had absolutely 
no hand in your change to this phase. Whether it will continue to have no 
influence depends on you. ' 

‘What the 'ell are yow talking about?’ 

‘Hm, hell again!’ 

Leroy snapped a glance of anger into Josh's eyes and recoiled. An 
awesome burst of power surged through him like an electric shock and he 
subsided immediately. ‘Alright, then. Please tell me what yow mean, man.’ 

‘Hold tight, then. You are no longer on the earth.’ 

For a split second the words, 'Don't be bloody mad,' leapt to his lips but 
something in those widening, magnetic, embracing eyes held him and told him 
he was hearing the truth. At the same time his intelligent mind grasped that this 
was an acceptable answer to the sudden and astounding transformation in his 
surroundings. Acceptable, but completely inexplicable. A thousand thoughts 
welled into his consciousness. 

‘Ow the....’ow did that 'appen....| mean, | don't feel dead? Fact is, | feel 
very much alive....' 

‘And you are, very much indeed, You'll find that in this phase people feel 
far more alive than they did on earth. Your senses are so much better here, that's 
why. As to how you made the change, you won't remember. You won't have the 
slightest sensation of what took place. You'll try guessing, as some people do 
who try to look back instead of forwards, but if you'll take my advice, you'll forget 
it. It simply doesn't matter how it happened.’ 

Leroy jumped out of his seat. 'Me Mom - she'll be wondering where | am. 
If | stay away for long | always let her know. ‘Ave yer got a mobile?’ 

Josh cocked his head to one side, questioningly, but with an 
understanding smile creasing his eyes. “You 'd be surprised how many people fall 
for that idea.' 

Leroy looked at him, then burst out laughing, ‘Too real, man, it's all too 
real.’ 

Both lapsed into silence; Leroy whilst he pondered the implications of his 
situation; Josh content to let him do so, prepared as on all such occasions to let 
the newcomer adjust, though he was alert to Leroy's every need. Josh watched 
his face, reading his thoughts expertly with the skill of all receivers. Instinctively 
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he thanked the Creator for allowing him to be one of that select group who are 
the first to greet all newcomers. As Josh and his many companions knew it 
requires very special personalities to deal with the multifarious people and their 
responses as they take their first faltering steps in the new life. The knowledge 
didn't afford him pride or any vestige of arrogance, rather it gave him a warm 
feeling of gratitude that he had been helped to develop such a strong and 
capable personality able to be so useful to the great society by performing such a 
crucially important service. 

His thanks were simply his thoughts, opening his mind to the reality of his 
existence and to the life which flowed into him unceasingly from the Creator. He 
knew it was the same for everyone here in the second and third phases of life as 
well as the first, soread as that is through countless planets in the immense 
plethora of galaxies. But also he was well aware that, to be free, human beings 
had the capability of thinking they are totally isolated entities with no source of 
existence beyond themselves. It was that fact which gave rise to so much 
astonishment and shock as newcomers became aware of the fact of their 
continued existence, the reason for it and of its inescapability. Dealing with the 
varied reactions in a supremely supportive way for each individual was the on- 
going challenge which afforded Josh never-ending excitement to his life. His 
mind was always open to the Creator; as a result he was able to use wisdom, 
patience, intelligence, humour, firmness and strength as and when they were 
needed. 

He smiled contentedly, thinking of the great variety of people, and 
therefore circumstances, which he met in the course of his activities. Because 
people's thoughts create their experiences in this phase and because Josh and 
his companions had the ability to share thoughts to a greater extent than most, 
he was perpetually confronted with the total panoply of life. 'An infinite variety’ a 
friend had called it, and Josh smiled again at the remonstration of another who, 
mathematically minded, said that such a concept was invalid because in their 
small corner they were dealing with only one planet. 

His thoughts, as usual, were operating independently of Leroy's 
experience. The feeling of time, so deeply embedded in the consciousness of 
newcomers and never entirely lost, is relative to the individual. Therefore Leroy's 
mind was operating very slowly, so as he composed a thought into words Josh 
had ample scope for knowing what it was before Leroy spoke. He had to be 
especially careful at the beginning because newcomers found the skill, so natural 
to minds like his, very disturbing. 

So he waited until Leroy voiced it. 

‘| suppose me Mom an’ Uncle John, an’ the boys, they'll all be gettin’ 
mopey and ‘oldin’ me funeral. It's bloody....it's daft, ain't it? They'll be all sad an’ 
Mom'll be crying - and 'ere | am, as alive as anyone can be, sittin’ in a real cool 
place in a real town that's somethin’ else...| tell you man, that place out there's 
definitely me idea of 'eaven, big time!’ 

‘Yes, | know what you mean. But you've done the same; attended funerals 
and been miserable at them. You didn't really think about where the person 
who'd died was, did you? But you got over it, sooner or later, because you knew 
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it was going to happen to everyone, sometime; and you know your mother will, 
don't you?’ 

‘Yeah, | suppose so. She got used ter the idea in the end when our Benny 
died, even though she always kept ‘is photo on the sideboard and wouldn't let 
anyone take it off..." 

He gripped Josh's arm in fierce realisation. 'Me brother, me kid brother, 
Benny. If I'm supposed to be dead, too....well, yow know what | mean, 'e must be 
‘ere as well. 'E were only eight when that meningitis killed 'im, and | were only 
nine an'arf, but we was good mates. Come on, ‘e's ‘ere, ain't 'e? Please, 
please....' 

The excited little boy bubbled to the surface, momentarily quite obliterating 
the gang leader's arrogant facade. 

‘Nothing could be simpler, Leroy.' He turned towards the table on his right 
as a tall figure turned as if on cue. Allow me to re-introduce you both....Benny, 
this is Leroy; Leroy, this is Benny. 

The former brothers stared briefly at each other but with instant 
understanding and recognition, then threw their arms around one other in a tight, 
loving embrace. Then they broke apart and looked again. 

‘Bloody ‘ell, you've grown!’ said Leroy, 

'He's not from hell, but yes, he's grown. People do that here, as well,’ said 
Josh. 

‘So've you,’ said Benny. ‘It's amazing, | can hardly believe it.’ He turned 
questioningly to Josh, 'I've only been here a short time and here's our Leroy, all 
grown up. How did that happen?’ 

‘Quite simply,’ said Josh. 'I've explained before, it's something you used to 
experience vaguely on earth. When you were enjoying yourself time seemed to 
fly. As Leroy says, you've grown up as well.' 

‘Yes, but that happens much more quickly here, like you told us.' 

‘What | actually said was that it seems to happen like that for some 
people. Most children grow up quickly in heaven, though not all. It depends on 
their personalities, of course, as you know. ' 

Leroy suddenly realised his mind was bursting with all kinds of questions 
and that Benny was the ideal person to answer them. Their relationship as 
children had been something special and he recalled clearly the feeling of 
oppressive sadness which had overcome him at first when he'd realised that the 
strange illness his brother had caught was something far worse than ‘flu and that 
he wasn't going to recover. 

‘Hey, yow can tell me all about this 'eaven place we're in. Whaddya do, 
where d'ya live? Come on, show me little kiddo!’ 

Benny laughed at the childhood name Leroy used to call him. 

‘I'd forgotten you used to call me that,’ he said, smiling, ‘but | still don't feel 
I've been here very long. Actually, big bruvver, | don't live here at all. | only came 
because you were coming. Where | live is much better than this.’ 

‘What?’ Leroy shouted, and this time heads nearby did turn, despite the 
music and its insistent rhythm. 'l can't imagine anywhere better'n this. This music, 
this gig, it's way out man - and ‘ave yow seen outside? It's somethin’ else, | tell 
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yer, big time!’ 

‘Ah,’ interposed Josh, 'You won't agree about that. The point is, my friend, 
that Benny left the earth when he was a child and all children go initially to 
heaven. But Leroy, you're not a child, so you will go through the second phase, 
like all adults.’ 

‘Hey, what's this second phase, then?' asked Leroy. 

‘It's where people come to terms with their real personalities - find out 
what they created whilst they had the chance on earth, which was the first phase 
of existence. 

‘OK. So then what? What 'appens when they've done that?’ 

‘Well, it can take what you'd call a long time. It all depends on how open or 
devious they've become. Sorry,’ he said almost before Leroy's brow knitted with 
incomprehension, 'some people become so cunning in keeping their real feelings 
hidden it becomes second nature to them on earth. But here, gradually or 
quickly, people become their true selves. What those real personalities are 
depends on the kind of lives they've led and how well they get on with other 
people.’ 

‘That depends on ‘oo the other people are, man,' Leroy said, with feeling. 

‘Ah,’ replied Josh, with sudden force, ‘there are only people - you can't 
pick and choose.’ 

‘'Garn....yow can! Look, we three are black, right? So there's the first 
difference. Then there's Pakis, Indians, Japs and Chinks....come on, yow live 
with yowr own and yow defend yowr own, At least, that's what | always did.’ 

‘Yes, Leroy, | can see that's what you certainly did. That's what may prove 
to be your problem!’ 

Josh's eyes suddenly made Leroy feel uncomfortable, the first twinge of 
concern he'd experienced since his strange encounter with the tunnel. Oddly, at 
the same moment, the music appeared to lose its quality; the musicians seemed 
out of synch. The lights became dim, not a cosy intimate glow, more an insipid 
weakening, as though the lamps were losing power; the atmosphere 
simultaneously became oppressive and Leroy began gasping for breath. He 
turned towards the door, seeking fresh air, but he couldn't find it, He turned to 
Benny, but he, too, had disappeared.... 


* * * * * * * * 


Josie Williardes was being comforted by her friend, Martha. They had 
returned from the funeral held that morning at the crematorium. During the short 
eulogy the officiating minister had referred to the, ah, evil which so quickly 
surrounds young men to-day, encouraging them to threaten one another with 
weapons. Apparently Leroy, in the mistaken belief that he was defending his 
friends from the taunts of others conceived to be their, ah, enemies, had used a 
weapon himself, but in the ensuing fracas, had lost his life. It was to be hoped, 
the minister said, that no one would judge his memory too harshly. His family 
should trust in the mercy of the Almighty Shepherd who particularly seeks out the 
lost sheep and brings it into His fold. 
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'He wairn't a reel bad boy,’ said Josie, tearfully, 'But he wouldn't be told. 
Not our Leroy. Yow gotta show people who’s boss, Mom, he used ter say. He got 
hard ever so soon after startin' school, then more so after our Benny died. 

Her tears rolled faster down the leathery cheeks, worn with the problem 
years bringing up a sizeable family. 

‘Let it come out, me dear,’ advised her friend, ‘let it come out. Have a reel 
good cry, yow'll feel all the better for it, He's gone, and yow couldn't have done 
anything to stop him. Mebbe he's somewhere up there with yowr Benny - yow 
never know!’ 

With the thought of her two lost sons Josie dissolved into an uncontrolled 
paroxysm of sobbing and wailing whilst Martha hugged and rocked her like a 
child. 

Outside in the street two younger Williardes, who had got over the loss of 
their elder brother more quickly than their mother and who were disputing the 
ownership of one of his knives, fought each other without quarter. Fortunately, on 
this occasion, neither inflicted any lasting injury. 


*x *x * *x *x * *x *x 


Leroy was lying on a splendid lawn surrounded by bushes ablaze with 
lustrous colour in front of one of the majestic houses he had passed earlier. Josh 
was sitting beside him, leaning easily on his left elbow, one knee crooked, 
looking directly into Leroy's eyes with that penetrating gaze. 

‘What 'appened - 'ow did | get out ‘ere?’ 

‘You fainted; | carried you out. Don't worry, it does happen sometimes. 

Leroy sat up, remembering, ‘Everything seemed to crush in on me. | 
couldn't breathe. The next thing | was out ‘ere.’ He pushed himself into a sitting 
position, fully recovered. 'Ow come that 'appened? If this is supposed to be 
‘eaven....oh, no, Benny said it weren't....look, jus’ where are we?’ 

‘Ah, now the questions begin in earnest, which is only natural. If you do 
truly accept that you've left the earth and made the change to the next life you're 
going to want thousands of answers, Just try to realise you won't understand 
straight away why things happen in the way they do. First, it’s quite true, this isn't 
heaven.’ 

‘But what could be better'n this, man? Look around, it ‘as ter be the 
coolest place | could ever dream about.' 

‘Just so. Whatever people feel is perfect is usually what they see when 
they come into this life. Not that you ever really thought much about the 
possibility of another life, did you?’ 

Leroy pondered the point. 'l reckon | did when | was very young and me 
Uncle John told me stories about the West Indies. That's what | thought 'eaven 
must be like. But now yow Say this ain't it. An’ whaddya mean, people see what 
they expect ter see? All this —‘ he gestured to the beautiful gardens and the 
spacious, tree-lined boulevard - ‘this is real enough. Don't tell me I'm imagining it 
‘cos | know | ain't!’ 

‘No, that's true, but what it looks like depends on you. It can change, you 
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know, aS you may find out. But everything in this life looks so real because your 
senses here are so much better than they were on earth.’ 

‘Well, 'ave it yowr own way; | know what I'm seein’, an’ | like it,’ Leroy 
returned with a flash of his normal bravado. 

‘Good,’ said Josh. 'Now you're ready to start exploring. I'll take you first to 
a place where you'll meet some other newcomers so you can begin together.’ 

‘Oo are they?’ snapped Leroy, instantly on guard again. 

‘They will be just a collection of people who, like you, have very recently 
become conscious here and know no more about life here than you. So you'll all 
start equal.’ 

‘Can Benny come wimme? ‘E’d show me around OK, for sure.’ 

‘No, he can’t. Except for people like me you have to begin experiencing 
life here with other newcomers. But you'll find Benny will visit you occasionally.’ 

Being thwarted usually irritated Leroy excessively, but a feeling of 
helplessness overcame him in these unique circumstances. He shrugged his 
shoulders. 

‘Suppose I'll ‘ave to put up with it. So, where is this meetin’ place? 

‘Good man. Come on, I'll show you.’ 

They stood up and walked back along the road past the point of Leroy’s 
first awareness. He continued to look around, soaking up every sight, sound and 
scent as though he had miraculously recovered his senses after years of loss. 
They came to a cross-roads beyond which smaller houses stood close together 
in terraces, more familiar to Leroy than the grand affairs behind them. They 
appeared to be built of warm sandstone, with trim gardens and _ individual 
arrangements of neat lawns and profuse flowers. Each one looked freshly and 
colourfully painted. Leroy thought upon the flaking paint of his mother’s rented 
house and wondered what effect weather had on these gleaming surfaces. 
Somehow he couldn’t imagine winds, rain and frost in these halcyon 
surroundings. 

Very soon a wide expanse of grass fringed with neat, colourful flower 
borders opened before them, backed by a modern looking red brick building with 
wide windows and a smooth grey roof. As Josh headed for the gleaming glass 
central door Leroy felt it looked like the new headquarters built by the company 
he had laboured for. 

‘Garn,’ he yelled at Josh’s back, ‘Il ain’t gooin’ in there — tain’t for the likes 
Oo’ me!’ 

Josh turned and Leroy gulped at his sudden hard expression. ‘For once, 
my lad, you’ll do as you're told without argument. You will go inside and you will 
meet these other people. This is no different to the meeting you went to in the 
new board room at your works. You quite enjoyed that, didn’t you?’ 

‘Ow the....’ow d’yow know about that?’ 

‘| know it because that’s what you’ve just thought, never mind what you 
said.’ 

Leroy recognised the half thought that had crossed his mind even though 
his instant reaction had, as usual, been to oppose anything likely to be connected 
to the reviled managerial classes. Yet underneath he knew that really he envied 
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them and wished, if not actually to join them, to do something in life so he could 
feel their equal. He glanced at Josh who seemed again to read his thoughts. 

‘Oh, sod it — goo on then!’ 

‘T'll take that as a yes. Come on, you'll cope.’ 
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CHAPTER THREE 


They entered the building and stood in a surprisingly large foyer in which 
ten people were talking animatedly. Immediately Leroy could see there were 
other people there like Josh. Though each was dressed differently there was no 
mistaking the radiant white of their clothing, in some instances with colourful 
accessories or motifs. Each accompanied a very ordinary looking person, so 
Leroy instantly knew he and Josh made up another pair. 

Josh moved swiftly to another receiver who stood with a middle aged, 
rather short, stockily built man with greying hair and a lively, amused expression. 

‘Mark, | feel your friend and mine have something in common,’ he said. 
‘Will you introduce us?’ 

‘Certainly, this is Roger. Roger, this is Josh, who’s brought this young 
man.’ 

‘His name’s Leroy,’ said Josh. 

Roger and Leroy eyed one another dubiously. The latter wondered what 
he could possibly have in common with a much older man who reminded him of 
a plain clothed policeman he’d encountered. For his part Roger’s surprise was 
evident in his raised eyebrows as he faced an obvious lout. 

Unseen by either, Mark and Josh locked eyes. 

‘Of course,’ breathed Mark, then directly to Roger, ‘I believe you'll find 
football is your shared interest.’ 

Leroy and Roger swung round questioningly to Mark, who smiled. ‘If you 
enjoyed the game in any way on earth you'll do so again here. | told you, Roger, 
to begin with life here will be very similar for you in many ways.’ 

‘D’yow mean there’s football matches ‘ere?’ Leroy shouted incredulously. 

Heads turned as other newcomers broke off conversations to look at 
Leroy, then swung back questioningly. The receivers smiled and exchanged a 
brief signal with one another. One, a woman whose elegantly flowing white dress 
was complemented by a small deep blue stole over which her full shining black 
hair cascaded, spoke in a rich warm voice that everyone could hear perfectly. 

‘Our group is now complete. | invite you all to sit on the chairs you see 
around you. Please take a drink with you — the glasses are on the large table 
over there.’ 

Heads turned in the direction she indicated where a number of shining 
crystal glasses stood, each containing a honey coloured liquid. 

‘You can put your glasses on the tables beside the chairs. As you see we 
will make up a circle and we'll begin to tell you more about your new 
surroundings.’ 

Leroy looked at Josh for more guidance, as did all the newcomers to their 
receivers. The latter moved to collect two glasses each, one of which they gave 
to their protégés, then indicated the comfortable looking easy chairs ranged 
around the sides of the foyer. Gradually everyone sat and naturally turned to the 
woman who had begun the organising process, but it was another receiver who 
spoke first. 

‘Thank you, Mary.’ 
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He paused, then assured he had full attention, continued whilst looking 
around the group to include everyone. 

‘As you realise, and as your personal receiver has told you, you are no 
longer on earth but you are not in the place humans call heaven — though place 
is not the best word but it will do for now. Obviously people move from earth 
regularly and all are gathered into groups in circumstances with which they feel 
comfortable. You have now experienced the initial surprise that life continues. 
What we shall do now is help you as much as you need to come to terms with 
this new phase of yout life.’ 

The speaker was Matthew. Angela, sitting to his left, briefly wondered why 
her receiver had taken the role of group leader. She glanced around and counted 
six. Similarly there were five other people like herself interspersed between them, 
but she turned back urgently to Matthew, concerned that she missed nothing of 
his explanation. 

‘We know you are bursting with questions and your receivers have already 
given you some answers, but then your minds framed more questions and you 
wanted to know everything at once. You can’t, of course, so you switched off and 
are waiting.’ 

A relaxed murmur of agreement rippled round the newcomers. 

‘We'll start with some very basic information,’ said Mary. Heads turned in 
her direction and she smiled. ‘Each of us will tell you something — there’s no 
leader. To begin with, we suggest you don’t ask questions, if you can manage 
that. It will be best to take in your new situation first.’ 

‘| suggest we begin with a toast,’ said Josh, lifting his glass high. The 
newcomers looked at their glasses with mixed expressions. ‘I realise this is the 
first thing you've tasted since arriving. You will enjoy it. To your new life!’ 

Angela looked at the liquid in her glass, thought about asking, then 
shrugged her shoulders. Roger lifted his enthusiastically as did Leroy, though 
inwardly wishing it were a pint glass. The other three newcomers followed. There 
was a general murmur of Our new life, and all sipped tentatively, wondering. 

The taste was superb but carried no memory of earthly drinks. As each 
swallowed an exciting glow spread throughout their bodies, seemingly 
penetrating every fibre. It was like nothing they had ever experienced. 

‘’m sure you've all been told that the senses in this life are greatly 
heightened from those you had on earth. Before you ask, this isn’t alcohol, so 
there are no after effects. There couldn’t be here. That leads on to our first point 
of explanation. You have already found that your bodies are complete — ah, yes, | 
see Roger has found he has no dentures.’ Mark and Roger exchanged a smile 
as Roger ran an appreciative finger round his teeth. ‘Although so much appears 
the same as on earth, obviously there are differences. Materials here are not 
physical, including your bodies, of course.’ 

‘Cor, this is cool, man,’ said Leroy. He drained his glass with relish. 

‘Before anyone has concern,’ Josh went on, ‘let's explain the first great 
difference you'll find in your bodies. My friend Leroy obviously enjoyed his drink, 
as | hope you all did. You can have more if you wish.’ He indicated the glasses 
on the table which Angela briefly thought were as many as before they started. 
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‘Indeed, Leroy, or any of you, can keep drinking for as long as you wish.’ 

‘But if you search this building,’ Matthew put in, his eyes gleaming, ‘you'll 
find no loo.’ 

The newcomers looked at him sharply. ‘Nor anywhere else,’ he continued. 
Your bodies here do not operate as they did on earth, even though they feel 
identical. In fact you don’t need any food or drink in this life. Your bodies function 
without such needs.’ 

The newcomers looked at one another, starkly amazed, but as usual the 
immediate question was answered, this time by one of the receivers who so far 
had not spoken to the group. She was as young looking as the others, serenely 
beautiful, with golden shoulder length hair that seemed to merge into the glowing 
brightness of her elegantly cut white two piece suit, set off by a_ single blue 
orchid secured above her left breast. 

‘But of course, so much of your enjoyment on earth was eating with 
others, wherever or however you did, at home entertaining friends, out in 
restaurants, at the pub....‘ she glanced at Leroy who was thinking about the pies 
and pints he’d enjoyed with his mates. ‘So it’s the same here; you can eat and 
drink if you want to and, depending on why you do so, you'll continue to find it 
extremely enjoyable.’ 

‘Now we’ll show you something that will help you to realise that materials 
here are not the same as on earth. Adam will then explain a few more matters. 
After that, we shall invite each of you to tell the group who you are — and we will 
explain a little more about ourselves.’ 

She indicated a receiver on her right, whom Angela thought looked even 
younger than the others. Mid twenties she guessed; certainly younger than 
Matthew. She’d noticed him the moment they had entered the building for the 
seminar he promised. Taller also than Matthew, he looked physically perfect and 
athletic. His dress was a white body suit, opened casually at the collar. His face 
exuded youthful radiance, a healthy tan in no way marred his lightly blushed 
cheeks. Angela was intrigued to see his legs thrust into what she considered 
highly fashionable dark skin tight boots. 

‘Thanks, Rachel,’ he said. ‘I'll follow your magic act!’ 

Rachel laughed. ‘What I’m about to show you is often first regarded as 
impossible — or as Adam suggests, a conjuring trick. But | assure you we don’t 
play tricks. Nevertheless, please pick up your glasses. Leroy, take another from 
the table, please — and anyone else who has finished theirs.’ She looked around 
but only Leroy stood and walked across to the table, doing so with a touch of 
swagger having been first. 

But when he sat down he was as unprepared for Rachel’s next instruction 
as anyone else. 

‘Turn your glasses over,’ she said quietly. 

The newcomers looked at one another, half assuming they hadn't 
understood correctly. The receivers sat still and did nothing. 

‘Go on,’ urged Rachel. ‘l meant what | said. Turn your glasses upside 
down!’ 

Again Leroy was the first to act. 
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‘Ruddy stupid, if yow ask me. But if yow says so, ‘ere goes!’ He twisted his 
wrist and flipped his brimming glass. 

‘Bloody ‘ell!’ he exclaimed. The other five newcomers gasped, refusing to 
believe what they saw. Not a drop of the liquid in Leroy’s glass was spilt. It 
remained in place, the surface gently moving normally. The others looked at one 
another hesitatingly, then gradually tipped theirs. The fluid behaved exactly as 
Leroy’s. 

Stunned, they looked to Rachel for an explanation. 

‘| know you want an immediate answer, but believe me, it’s not that 
simple. For now, just accept what we said before, things here appear the same 
as on earth but actually they are not. Turn your glasses back and drink some 
more.’ 

They did so and found the taste experience exactly as before. Moreover 
each was certain the fluid behaved exactly as any normal drink on earth. 

‘Now,’ announced Adam, ‘I'll start to get down to some details you're all 
wondering about. You’re beginning to realise you are facing some absolutely new 
experiences. This is certainly true, but they all have a purpose, and that purpose 
impinges on each of you separately. You will explore this new phase of your life 
with the natural curiosity of all wno come from earth because that’s your heritage. 
You'll do so with others, starting with this group, because being alone in a 
completely new environment would be unnerving to say the least. But the crucial 
discovery you'll make concerns yourself. Each of you developed a core 
personality during your life on earth — and the longer you were there the more 
embedded it became. No matter how long it takes, gradually the real you will 
emerge for all to see. 

Adam paused and looked round the newcomers, attempting to meet 
everyone's eyes, but most avoided him, hoping the moment would pass. 

It did not. 

‘You cannot avoid this, any more than you could avoid life itself. There is 
perpetual creation and development of human minds in the physical worlds which 
are then drawn into this dimension. Here all minds act as channels for the flow of 
energy from the Creator in the infinite dimension. We also return whatever we did 
with that power when it was ours to use as we liked. Quite frankly, if you 
developed it to do your best for other people — which is the essence of that power 
— then you'll hugely enjoy life here and when you progress to the next phase 
you'll choose to enter heaven. But if you haven’t done that, if you spent your 
earthly life concentrating only on yourself, you'll gradually drift away from 
everyone else and certainly won't want to go in that direction. In which case you'll 
make your way to hell. That’s where anyone goes who wants to keep entirely to 
him or herself.’ 

Again the newcomers were silent as each weighed the implications. Leroy 
shifted in his chair, understanding a little of the disparity between him as he now 
was, and Benny. Was that why he’d become unconscious when talking to him? 
Was Benny really in heaven and so Leroy couldn't stay with him? He shivered 
and looked around, feeling lost again. Then Josh put a hand on his knee and the 
feeling dissipated instantly. 
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I’m gonna need you, man! he thought. Josh looked at him and smiled in 
embracing support. 

‘You’re beginning to see,’ Adam went on, ‘that although you found the very 
first experience here as near perfect as you could imagine, nevertheless this 
phase of life will be a thorough personal examination for each of you. Nothing will 
be imposed, no one will sit in some form of judgment — but inevitably your true 
self will emerge for you and everyone else to see. That’s when you'll decide 
where to live, permanently.’ 

Rachel spoke softly. ‘Adam has set the scene, but now you have to move 
into it. You'll start exploring your surroundings as members of this group. When 
necessary we'll meet together again, probably when you are bursting with more 
questions — where will you live; how society here is organised; where are we in 
the universe and will it go on forever as well; will you do work here and, if so, at 
what; how can you meet friends and relatives already here; do we measure time 
here; how do we travel about.....to mention a very small few we know you'll 
have!’ 

The newcomers laughed as one, releasing their mental turmoil again as 
they recognised their concerned thoughts. 

‘Everything comes to those who wait, | suppose,’ ventured Roger. ‘I 
presume we now have plenty of time?’ 

‘Exactly, though it isn’t the same as on earth,’ chuckled Josh. 

‘As to that, | think we should start getting to know one another before you 
start exploring,’ put in Matthew. ‘Let’s go round the group, each person giving an 
introduction to him or herself. By that, | mean the newcomers. After that we'll 
explain more fully who we are, why we are with you, and what we'll do for you as 
begin your new life. Angela, will you start, please?’ 


Taken off guard Angela swiftly scanned the group. The newcomers were 
instantly obvious due to the contrast with their respective receivers, each of 
whom was dressed so perfectly yet uniquely and each radiating the same glow of 
inner strength, ability and intelligence. 

Her eye took in Roger, middle aged perhaps, like herself, round open 
face, dressed in a light grey nondescript suit with a brighter tie. Sitting 
incongruously beside him was the somewhat wild young man. There was another 
woman, slightly younger thought Angela, thin greying hair, tight lips, worried 
eyes, dressed in a beige two piece tweed suit with a fairly long skirt beneath 
which her feet were encased in what no doubt she would describe as sensible 
shoes. Even as Angela glanced she shot a disturbed look in Leroy’s direction, 
then looked away abruptly, checking whether anyone was watching her. Briefly 
she met Angela’s eye but turned away equally rapidly. 

The woman was sitting beside Mary, her receiver. Further round the circle 
two much older men completed the group. One epitomised the head of a 
successful business — stocky, square shouldered, a good head of short silver 
hair, dressed in a smart dark grey suit with a maroon tie. His alert eyes stayed 
wherever he looked, appraising and evaluating, jaw firm, full lips slightly pursed. 
As Angela decided he was the sort who would never have entertained seeking 
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her assistance for a business opportunity, she watched him frown at Adam, 
obviously his receiver, yet who looked so young by comparison. But Adam’s 
eyes, firmly returning the thrust, forced the man to look away, yet his expression 
plainly announced he was not used to being faced down. 

The sixth newcomer was dressed in jeans, as was Angela, but his were 
thoroughly worn, albeit perfectly clean. He wore a faded grey round-necked 
pullover from which extended a long thin neck on which his face seemed perched 
rather than set. His thin pointed chin betokened considerable determination but 
his eyes, sunken beneath heavy grey brows, were dull and tired. His face was 
long and pinched, as though he had endured a long spell of pain. He also 
appeared irritated but by what Angela had no idea. 

Though her glance had been very brief nevertheless the entire group now 
looked at her expectantly. The receivers exuded encouragement, the newcomers 
a tinge of relief that she, not they, had been singled out to lead. She brushed 
aside a strange moment of dislike at having to reveal anything at all about herself 
to complete strangers, accepting that she had frequently put others in an exactly 
similar position. 

‘My name is Angela....er Angela Dunkerleigh. That’s spelt D U N....’ 

Matthew intervened. ‘There’s no need to use your family name. Everyone 
here is Known simply by his or her called name. In your personal self you think of 
yourself as Angela, don’t you? So you're Angela to all of us.’ 

‘Good,’ she replied brightly, ‘that'll save me having to spell it repeatedly, 
as I’ve done many thousands of times.’ She stopped abruptly. What should she 
reveal next? 

‘I’m forty seven....er, that is, | was.... ‘ 

Again Matthew broke in, eyes dancing mischievously. ‘You don’t need to 
think of your age, either. That’s also irrelevant here.’ 

‘Ow d’yer mean?’ thrust in Leroy. ‘It matters ter me. | mean, I’m ‘ell of a lot 
younger than yow lot and that’s ‘ow it can stay fer me!’ 

‘As I’ve already said to you Leroy, that, like most things here, depends on 
you,’ Josh admonished. ‘We'll explain much more about age in due course. For 
now, let’s try to listen to one another as you tell us about yourselves. Please go 
on, Angela. Tell us about what you did on earth — your job, for example.’ 

‘On earth | could have given you copies of my cv,’ Angela ventured with a 
hint of irony. ‘Well, after | left school — and the least said about that the better — | 
went to a secretarial college and managed to do quite well on a business studies 
course. So | got a job as an assistant to a PA for a very successful business man 
who ran his own company selling office equipment. After a few years the PA left 
and, though | was still in my twenties, he promoted me. Everything went very well 
for about seven years, then suddenly the business declined. | saw the chance to 
team up with a friend from college who had started a small recruitment advisory 
service mainly for middle managers. Quite a number were facing sudden job 
losses through a downturn in the economy and my friend needed help, so 
together with a great deal of hard work, we built up a reputation for success. 
Then, at the tender age of thirty nine, she decided to have a baby! She assured 
me her absence would be very short, then she’d organise a full time nanny — but 
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when it was born she went excessively broody and couldn’t bear the thought of 
work again. So | just managed to buy her out. | was more or less settled running 
the business on my own, then....oh my God....’ 

The enormity of the change from her earthly life slammed into her mind 
and she swung upon Matthew, but before she could say another word he stood 
in front of her, bent forward and enfolded her in both arms. She wanted to cry in 
both disappointment and relief simultaneously, but the incredible feeling of 
empathy that flowed into her from his embrace soothed beyond measure and her 
innate strength and determination reasserted themselves in her psyche. 

Then he sat down again. Angela looked around the group anticipating 
embarrassed looks but no one seemed in the slightest fazed. They acted as 
though they hadn’t seen Matthew’s embrace. But surely, she thought, how could 
they not have seen him? 

‘Thank you, Angela,’ said Mark. ‘You've told us something about your 
work and therefore quite a lot about yourself, even though you didn’t give us any 
details. Now perhaps | can ask Roger to be next.’ 

Roger leaned forward in his chair and scanned the group, as Angela had 
done. He looked briefly at Mark, who inclined his head very slightly in 
encouragement. Roger raised his eyebrows, then launched himself. 

‘I've always thought of myself as an ordinary sort of chap. Fortunate, on 
the whole. | was an only child, but my parents brought me up sensibly. Ours was 
a loving family but | wasn’t spoilt. We were reasonably well off — | went to a good 
school and then on to university where | read Physics. | got a good job with a firm 
specialising in a branch of satellite technology, then | managed to get a 
considerably higher paid one in weapons guidance systems. 

‘| was also lucky enough to meet a lovely girl at uni — Anne was reading 
English. We got engaged when | landed my first job. We were encouraged by 
both sets of parents to save some money before we got married, which we did 
for a couple of years. After marriage we lived very predictable but happy, easy 
going lives. We had a son, Lawrence, who in his turn went to university last year. 
He was due.....’ 

To the listeners Roger appeared to stop as though marshalling his 
thoughts, perhaps deciding what to leave out, thought Angela. For his part Roger 
was suffering the same shock as she had. For a moment his thoughts had 
travelled the everyday track of looking forward to a simple future event, but in so 
doing the shock of the change in his existence struck him far more sharply than 
had his first realisation of his emergence on the other side of death. In his turn 
Mark, his receiver, slid his arm across Roger's shoulders and held him very 
firmly. Immediately Roger felt the same complete permeating mental support 
he’d already experienced a few times. 

None of the newcomers saw this. To them there was a momentary pause, 
nothing more. Then Roger continued. 

‘| must tell you that when | first realised where | was.... you know, no 
longer on earth, my first reaction was awful despair because | knew how bereft 
Anne and Lawrence would be. Then.... and somehow | think it was through Mark 
here....| felt | was talking to them....and somehow they understood about....well, 
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about life continuing, even though we’d never thought much about another life. It 
seemed so real, yet | knew it couldn’t be happening just like that. Then, after they 
left me, | suddenly thought about my parents who died some years ago, and 
then....they were here, with me! We laughed together, just like we did when | 
was a boy. We talked about holidays we’d enjoyed together....then suddenly | 
seemed to be involved in what | can only describe as a flashback, except that all 
three of us experienced it, not just me. It was quite amazing....a great cricket 
match on sands in North Wales, when my father organised a whole crowd of 
youngsters to join in.’ 

‘Cor, that’s like what ‘appened to me with Benny,’ Leroy broke in 
exultantly, looking at Roger for confirmation. ‘E’s me kid brother.....well, was | 
suppose | gotta say.’ He frowned. ‘What is ‘e now, I’d like ter Know. Josh, yow 
seem ter know everything ‘ere — tell me, are me and Benny still brothers?’ 

Before Josh could answer, Roger’s face lit up. ‘Ah, my young friend, that’s 
a very intelligent point. At first | imagined | was still a boy when | met my parents, 
but soon afterwards my father said I’d have to get used to calling him ‘Bob’ and 
my mother ‘Penny’ — short for Penelope, of course, but she hated that. Seems 
earthly relationships don’t continue here.’ 

‘Yeah, that’s right. Our Benny was a young kid when ‘e died, yet ‘ere ‘e’s 
grown up, though | reckernised ‘im straight up, and ‘e did me.’ 

‘Now you have something else in common as well as football,’ smiled 
Josh. 

‘Right on!’ said Roger, turning to Leroy who jumped up and offered a high 
five to Roger. Neither knew who was the more surprised; Leroy in extending 
friendship to someone he'd have regarded as an alien on earth, or Roger in 
immediately returning the high five, a gesture he’d never used, only seen 
between players and caddies on golfing TV programmes. 


The introductions continued. Mary invited her companion to contribute 
next, who revealed her name was Jennifer and that she had been a teacher. She 
was an only child of parents who quarreled frequently but pushed her hard to do 
things she didn’t like, then divorced. In deciding on a career she latched on to 
teaching as a means of giving the encouragement to other children she had 
missed but yearned for. She found, however, that no one seemed to respond to 
her goodwill gesture and most of the children she had to deal with misbehaved 
and tried to make her life as uncomfortable as they could. Senior managers in 
school didn’t help either, she found, often siding with the children when she 
complained about them. 

She married a man she met at a conference on IT in schools. He wasn’t a 
teacher but was a computer expert and seemed to have a great sense of humour 
in putting over his subject to non-specialists. They went out together and she 
greatly enjoyed his company, so they decided to marry. 

Up to this point her narrative had been delivered quietly yet confidently, 
like a familiar speech frequently repeated. Then she hesitated. 

‘| have to say that marriage was, well, rather distasteful. His attitude 
towards me changed almost at once. | knew, of course, that there was, er, a 
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sexual element, but his expectations were, well, very different from mine. | had 
no intention of doing some of the things he wanted me to do.’ 

In her turn, Jennifer paused, reprising in her mind an intense experience 
of her past life. Mary moved in front of her, knelt down and took Jennifer's head 
between her hands. Again the other members of the group were not aware of the 
inflowing of support the gesture afforded Jennifer, who then tried to continue. 

‘Our relationship became so unpleasant, and my work so traumatic, that | 
decided | couldn’t face any more trouble, so l....’ 

Again she stopped, but now everyone noticed. A look of horrified 
awareness spread across her features. Angela saw panic in her eyes as she 
looked round the group, then turned back to Mary for renewed support. But this 
time Mary did nothing beyond gently patting Jennifer's knee. 

‘| think you've realised what you did,’ she said. 

So did the entire group. 

‘Oh, my God!’ Jennifer blurted the stock phrase. ‘Will it, | mean, does it 
make any difference here? | just hoped everything would go blank. You know, 
peace even though I'd not be conscious of it, or anything else, ever again.’ 

Mary smiled reassuringly. ‘As to that, you'll find out for yourself, as we 
keep emphasising. ‘All your actions, and even more crucially, your motivation in 
all of them went to make up your character. You'll find out whether killing yourself 
sprang from your core, the real Jennifer, or whether it was an aberration.’ 

As before, Jennifer avoided eye contact with anyone except Mary. 

Adam diverted the attention of the other newcomers by inviting his 
companion to speak, though in using commanding tones he was leaving no 
opening for a refusal. Angela became fascinatingly aware there was tension 
between Adam and the broad shouldered business type beside him. Her 
appraisal was immediately confirmed. 

‘My name is Carlton Maxtervell, and | shall continue to use both my names 
because Maxtervell and Partners are well known in my home state, Arizona. We 
have an excellent legal business, specialising in litigation. In recent years many 
people have realised that events which befall us are the fault of other people....’ 
Clipped tones cut the natural western American drawl as he launched into 
advertising mode. ‘Our practice has become highly successful both in 
demonstrating blame wherever it exists and rightly extracting payment from those 
responsible. Of course, the sensible ones are insured against claims, so the 
process isn’t too painful for them. Inevitably the foolish ones without insurance 
usually go under. Just how successful we are is overwhelmingly demonstrated by 
Our corporate success; we are ranked amongst the twenty most profitable 
businesses in our large metropolitan area — not just legal practices, you know, | 
mean all businesses. As any successful American will tell you, we judge success 
by the phrase, “We make loadsamoney!” Our firm certainly does, to the great 
benefit of our very large clientele.’ 

He paused, treating the group to a challenging stare, daring objection. For 
their part the other newcomers were disinclined to argue, wanting to know what 
they were going to be doing next rather than listening to bravado. The receivers 
smiled benignly. Glancing at them Roger formed the impression they had heard 
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similar diatribes many times. But Carlton was by no means finished now he had 
the floor. 

‘Get this everyone. | think it’s supremely idiotic that this place exists with 
us in it.’ This broadside shocked the other newcomers who generally were finding 
their new existence pleasurable at least and perfectly amazing at best. They 
ventured murmurs of disagreement. 

‘Oh yes, | most certainly do. We should have been made far more aware 
of this phase of life whilst we were on earth instead of it being a matter for 
conjecture or belief. Instead we’ve had thousands of years when people have 
spent a very large proportion of time building places for worship, writing vast 
numbers of books, endlessly talking about a possible next existence. What a 
waste of effort! Surely somehow it could have been made obvious to the early 
human beings on earth, wherever they came from, that this is how it is - peculiar 
though it may be. You know — everyone instinctively knowing you’ve a life on 
earth in a material body, then another one in a different dimension. So much 
effort then could be diverted from the interminable guessing game about death 
and continued existence to living far more useful lives.’ 

‘Like making even more money, eh, my dear friend!’ quipped Adam. 

‘Yeah, something very much like that!’ snapped Carlton. ‘What we had 
was so hopelessly disorganised. What sort of existence was that! A complete 
mess, viewing it from here, wherever that is.’ 

Angela’s thoughts flicked back to her first conversation with Matthew and 
felt sure his brief explanation of the scheme of existence implied something far 
greater than Carlton envisaged. 

‘You'll have every opportunity to judge for yourself whether your life was of 
use or not in what you define as the mess of earthly existence,’ said Adam with 
asperity. Angela recognised the edge. Preparing people for challenging and 
thrusting interviewers had given her that skill. ‘In due course we'll explain how 
and why that mess came about and why it’s crucial to the freedom of all people in 
it.’ 

‘| look forward to that with underwhelming interest, now such knowledge 
seems to be useless.’ 

Carlton assumed the classic defensive body language position, arms 
folded across his chest. Deciding then upon greater emphasis he stood up, 
walked across to the table and swept up another drink which he tossed back in a 
single gulp. 

‘Ugh, that’s foul!’ he grimaced. ‘Whatever it is, it seems drink goes off 
remarkably quickly here.’ 

Unperturbed by his charge’s brusqueness, Adam explained. “You'll very 
soon find that many things here reflect your attitude. That, my friend, is how the 
cookie crumbles, to use a phrase you'll recognise. And this place is one very big 
cookie!’ 

Momentarily nonplussed, Carlton recovered quickly and ostentatiously 
moved to a chair outside the circle and sat down with studied deliberation, 
eschewing further part in the proceedings. 

Rachel turned to her newcomer. ‘Malcolm, will please tell us something 
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about yourself now?.’ 

So addressed, obviously the oldest person in the group looked around 
briefly, then shrugged his shoulders helplessly. ‘For what its worth here, I’m an 
Australian. I’ve been ill for a long time, so what with that and being older | seem 
to be taking longer to come to terms with what’s happened to me than the rest of 
you. | must say, though, | thought that drink started to give me more strength 
than I've felt in years. Rachel here assures me I'll soon feel completely fit again, 
so I’m looking forward to that. 

‘As to my life before | became ill, | ran my own film company in Sydney, 
doing commercial advertising mainly. Occasionally we made documentaries and 
sometimes ventured into popular film fiction. | have to say, rather like Carlton 
there, we did anything likely to be a commercial success. As you all know, any 
business has to make money and needs to expand just to stay alive. | kept it 
afloat until | was well into my seventies, then developed cancer. | kept going as 
long as | could because many people depended on me. In the end, though, | had 
to give in. | never married, had no kids to look after me, so | finally finished up in 
a hospice. Great place; everyone seemed to understand what was about to 
happen to us all, though it took a long time. Day followed day followed day; | 
remember thinking | might carry on for ever. Then suddenly | was here, lying on a 
very comfortable couch in a quiet building that looked very much like the hospice. 
But leaning over me was this beautiful lady, Rachel. | knew something had 
happened because there was no one remotely like that on the staff.’ 

‘Ang on, like | said before, | want ter know about age,’ interjected Leroy. 
‘Yow say you're the oldest person ‘ere. Probably are, for all | can tell, but I’m 
certainly the youngest. Not sure why | should be ‘ere at all when the last thing | 
remember was bein’ in a fight; suppose | must ‘ave ‘ad some sort of accident. 
Can’t remember a bloody thing, straight up. But what | want ter know, do we all 
goo on getting older ‘ere? If so, will | ever catch yow up, so ter speak, or will 
everyone always be older’n me?’ 

‘As always, my friend has bright ideas, and isn’t going to be forestalled,’ 
Josh answered to the group, ‘so | must respond. After you’ve had more 
experience you'll understand the reason for the fact that no one grows older, 
rather many people actually grow younger. In heaven the notion is that everyone 
grows gradually towards the springtime of life. That may seem strange to you at 
present since you’re so used to time making people older, but here what you 
think of as time is different. You may find growing permanently younger difficult to 
comprehend. Imagine it’s like a journey on which you travel half the distance 
each day. You keep getting close but never actually reach the end.’ 

‘So yow'll all get nearer me in age but never quite catch me up. | like that!’ 
smiled Leroy. 

‘That depends on where you decide to live, my lad!’ warned Josh. ‘But 
would you like to tell us any more about yourself? You may be the youngest but 
you're certainly not least.’ 

Invited to do so directly had the perverse effect of quietening Leroy. He 
looked around his audience and guessed they were most unlikely to know 
anything of the surroundings in which he had lived. He thrust his chin forward, 
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frowned, then shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Yeah, well, yow won’t wanna ‘ear much about me. | dain’t do much at 
school, | ‘ad a job in a tube fact’ry an’ | was a Manton supporter through thick an’ 
thin. | ‘ad a gang an’ all.’ He glared, anticipating animosity, but none came. Apart 
from Roger the other newcomers were disinclined to listen seriously. Picking up 
the sensation, Leroy determined to pitch in something to attract their attention. 

‘Like | said, me brother's in ‘eaven. ‘E were a nice kid; bloody meningitis 
killed ‘im when ‘e were only eight. Still, “e seems to ‘ave a nice life ‘ere. | wish me 
Mom could know that.’ 

Again he looked around and was pleased to note one or two eyes 
becoming more alert to him. ‘Yeah, well, that’s about it, | think.’ 

‘Thanks, Leroy,’ said Josh quietly. 

Rachel turned to Malcolm and also thanked him for his brief explanation. 
Angela, having revealed very little about herself, realised everyone else had held 
back as well. Only natural, she mused. No one wants to make a fool of 
themselves in these utterly new circumstances. 

Rachel gathered the group in a sweeping ocular embrace, contriving to 
include Carlton. 

‘Now we'll tell you something of ourselves, before suggesting what you 
might do next. Let me emphasise what each of us has told each newcomer 
already — there is a vast amount of new ideas and experiences awaiting you, as 
well as much explanation you'll want to pursue and new knowledge you may 
want to understand. We advise you to be patient and let the new experiences 
come gradually. We assure you that whatever is necessary to help you sort out 
your true selves will overtake each of you individually — of that you can be 
absolutely sure because it’s central to life here and to the Creator's purpose in 
giving you that life as He did, on earth. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


When Matthew took over, Angela felt secretly pleased because already he 
had imbued her with confidence that she could understand his explanations of 
this exciting but strange new world. 

‘We receivers are a few of very many who meet every newcomer. In so 
doing we serve the Creator, as we especially want to do, by ensuring that 
everyone feels as content as they possibly can when they first become conscious 
in this second phase of life. We stay with you as long as you need us. Probably 
all of you will find other people you’d prefer to be with as you explore your new 
existence. The reason for that lies in how life is organised here on the macro 
scale. 

‘As you all know this second phase of life is not heaven, nor hell, rather it’s 
in between. How long you remain here will vary between individuals; for some 
people the stay is very short because they want to move on quickly to where they 
are absolutely sure they want to live. For others, coming to terms with their true 
inner selves is a very lengthy process. However, finally, everyone moves on. 
Yes, Angela, you wanted to ask a question....’ 

Rolling her eyes at his knowledge of her thoughts, she hesitated. 

‘Well, | was thinking about where | met you. That landscape is so perfect; 
I'd be happy to be here for ever if | could walk through that every day. It’s 
absolutely divine!’ 

‘A telling phrase, if you really meant it,’ twinkled Matthew, his powerful 
gaze touching her briefly. ‘l assure you the landscapes of heaven vastly outclass 
that. But you couldn't remain here for ever; either you would choose to move 
away from it despite what you may feel now, or it will move away from you, so to 
speak. 

‘Let me assume that when you, and everyone around you, can see your 
true character plainly, you decide you want to progress into heaven. Remember 
that means you have basically lived a life on earth in which, at some level or 
other, you wanted to help other people rather than concentrating all your 
energies on yourself to the exclusion of others. Helping others is a very broad 
spectrum of activity, so heaven accommodates everyone according to how they 
did that. | mentioned the macro scale - there are three broad levels, each 
distinctly different. At the basic level live all people who like to obey laws and 
abide by social mores because those are designed to make life as pleasant and 
as organised as possible for everyone. At the second level live all people who 
really put others’ interests ahead of their own. They thoroughly enjoy doing their 
best for every one around them and don’t think too much about themselves. The 
third level comprises everyone whose life is characterised by wanting to serve 
the Creator in every way possible because He gave them what they regard as 
the greatest possible gift, that of consciousness and life itself. All receivers live 
there but we come into this phase to welcome and help newcomers. 

‘That’s a very simplistic survey of the three heavens. Within each are truly 
innumerable groups each comprised of people whose characters are similar. 
Your ideal companions are those whose outlook is much the same as yours. You 


36 


can express it as levels of goodness; you wouldn’t enjoy being permanently with 
people who are better or worse than you at living a life characterised by service. 
So you'll search out people of like character levels to your own.’ 

The newcomers were understandably silent as they pondered the 
implications. Perhaps equally understandably, given her revelation of suicide, it 
was Jennifer who posed the obvious question. 

‘But what about....well, you know.....if you don’t want to live with other 
people at all?’ 

Mary explained. ‘Then you would not choose to live in heaven. Hell is 
where people go of their own choice who prefer to concentrate entirely on 
themselves. But the result of that is the opposite of what happens in heaven; you 
cannot find a group of people anywhere who can live together in harmony. If 
everyone is out for him or herself, existence inevitably is a lonely affair. That 
opposition manifests itself in three hells. In the first live all who spent their lives 
dodging the law as far as they could and who deliberately infringed social mores 
because they enjoyed being contrary. In the second are those who really disliked 
other people and who tried to do them down, harm them or even kill them. The 
third level of hell is comprised of those who actively hated the Creator and 
blamed him for whatever troubles befell them, even cursed Him for giving them 
life. So, as I’m sure you'll realise, there can be no such thing as living in groups. 
Rather there’s a perpetual feeling of frustration because no one is going to help 
you at all. So, compared to heaven, life in hell muddles along.’ 

‘Can't you get out of it? What you’ve described seems pretty intolerable to 
me,’ interjected Roger. 

‘It is hardly likely that you’d ever want to,’ explained Mary. ‘It’s logical — 
your true character finally emerges here following from however you developed it 
on earth. Once that happens, you choose whether you want to live in heaven or 
not. The judgment is entirely yours. So, if hell is your chosen home, you stick with 
it. You could try to cross the boundary as it were, and some people try to do just 
that. But that’s comparatively rare because your life then is hypocritical; you don’t 
want to put other people before yourself but you want to live in heaven because 
you think you'll like it. But that’s inherently selfish which is the opposite of 
heavenly life, so you can’t cope with it.’ 

Eyes shifted as Adam took up the tutorial. ‘That's one way of 
understanding heaven and hell. There’s another, which is very different, but 
highly important. Because all life stems from the Creator in the infinite dimension, 
into which no human being can possibly enter, that energy has to permeate 
throughout the dimension of heaven and hell, then on to the physical plane of 
which you are still very much aware. So everything on that plane is affected by 
what is here. You can see, therefore, that if you thought life in the physical 
universe was complex, it is even more so here. 

‘Now, let’s consider human beings. Bodies on earth developed over some 
millions of years. We can talk about the process of evolution on another 
occasion. The reason they developed as they did and produced the organisms 
we are is due to what the Creator’s energy flows through in this phase: Heaven is 
in essence a great human being. All groups here act in a vast array of supportive 
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roles serving that organisation. Of course you can't think of it as a form. It’s a 
matter of function. The form appears on the mortal plane due to the function in 
the immortal one. So, and here’s the point of which you should all be aware, an 
earthly body needs regular food to operate properly. Here, the great human 
being of heaven needs the same — permanently. That food, in essence, is you — 
and everyone else as they make the transfer from earth, or any of the other vast 
number of planets throughout the universe, where, of course, bodies are much 
the same.’ 

Matthew continued again. ‘Think for a moment what you have already 
experienced. Each one of you found your first impression as delightful as you 
possibly could.’ 

A disparaging grunt gurgled from Carlton’s throat. 

‘Your immediate attitude on gaining consciousness here, Carlton,’ 
interposed Adam, ‘prevented you enjoying what surrounded you. However, 
looking around, | see everyone else agrees.’ Murmurs confirmed his assertion. 

Matthew continued. ‘That’s like the way food is first tasted, gently passing 
the lips on to the tongue. Then, however, the teeth get to work, then it’s 
swallowed and drawn by the peristaltic wave into the stomach where it’s further 
processed. Then it goes into the intestines where it’s broken down into individual 
molecules that can be sorted — everything of use going into the blood stream to 
benefit the whole organism, and anything deleterious finally excreted. As | say, in 
essence that’s what happens in this phase of life. You are in the great human but 
not yet of it. Your experiences to come will be geared to extract all your good 
points in terms of how you enjoy helping others. If they outweigh the selfish 
characteristics, which everyone from earth has to some extent, then you'll 
gradually drop the latter and will want to find a group in which you can live a life 
of harmony. Believe me, you will find that life completely satisfying and delightful. 
But if the opposite is the case, then you will not want to remain in the great 
human, i.e. heaven. 

‘Are yow tellin’ us that if yow don’t want ter move on ter ‘eaven, yow turn 
into shit?’ Leroy’s incredulous tone shook the small company though 
simultaneously encapsulated most of their thoughts. 

‘You wouldn’t feel you’d altered in any way from how you look at present, 
my friend. However, if for any reason someone from heaven travels through hell, 
he or she finds the stench excrementitious,’ explained Adam. 

‘Suppose yow mean everyone there smells o’ shit.’ 

‘Yes, but not to one another,’ said Matthew. ‘Everyone’s experience of hell 
is as pleasant as the individual allows it to be. You'll find that’s the abiding 
experience of life in this dimension wherever you are; your attitude influences 
your environment. You experienced it vaguely on earth — your mood swings 
affected how you reacted to what was around you. Even on a lovely hot 
summer's day, if you were extremely sad or terribly angry you felt largely the 
environmental problems, flies or burning sun or you saw flowers parched in the 
heat instead of their beauty, for example. Here that experience is magnified 
hugely. You can extrapolate from that to what are the essential life experiences 
in heaven or hell.’ 
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‘Yow mean work it out for yourself,’ muttered Leroy. “Yow don't ‘arf use big 
words, sometimes.’ 

‘True, but you understand them, Leroy,’ put in Josh. ’That isn’t a problem 
here.’ 

‘Yeah, I’ve noticed that. When | was a kid at school they kept tellin’ me | 
was thick. Teachers and the like — not other kids, ‘cause if they did | thumped ‘em 
‘ard. But yow ain’t told me I’m thick, Josh. Anyroad, | seem ter think more clearly 
‘ere. I’m right, ain’t |?’ 

‘Certainly, my friend. The same applies to anyone who on earth had any 
kind of mental problem that had a physical cause. Anything from limited mental 
function to serious brain damage. Here they soon realise such problems don’t 
exist.’ 

Roger looked incredulous. ‘Does that imply everyone has the same level 
of intelligence here?’ 

‘In terms of potential, yes,’ Josh replied. ‘Of course that doesn’t mean 
newcomers suddenly can use the thinking power of someone who was 
intellectually brilliant on earth. But gradually, if they want to, they can develop 
intellectually as far as they wish in using that power to help others. In heaven, of 
course.’ 

‘So what do people actually do in heaven — | mean, how do they occupy 
themselves?’ Roger probed. 

The receivers smiled sympathetically. Adam responded. ‘That’s a 
fundamental question which you'll never fully answer if you decide to go there. 
You will never exhaust the possible ways in which you help others and 
thoroughly enjoy life with them as you do so. Although this life is permanent it 
can never become stale and cloying because the Creator forever makes all 
things new! Believe us, life in heaven is absolutely superb, if you can take it!’ 

‘Yes, | can see the logic of that. However, | was thinking at a far more 
mundane level. What’s the nitty gritty of everyday life — is it greatly different from 
what we were used to on earth? 

Mark raised appraising eyebrows. ‘I think we’re reaching the point where 
you should all undertake your first exploration. We could continue talking and 
answering your questions for what would seem a long time, but gradually each in 
your own way would experience mental overload. What you need is to begin to 
experience this phase of life for yourselves. Wherever you go you'll meet help, of 
that you can be certain. Other people will give you further explanation of the 
setup; no doubt some items will be repeated, possibly many times if they are the 
crucial ones. But you can return to us whenever you wish. We’re here for as long 
as you want us.’ 

‘Are we just a random group, or do we have something in common?’ 
Angela asked. 

‘Its true that all newcomer groups are organised so there is some 
common factor which will help the members in their early experiences here. In 
your case it is simply that each of you had no religious convictions, nor had any 
real belief in the idea of life continuing beyond death. So to each of you your 
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present situation came as great surprise. Which means you are all starting here 
from square one. 

‘We suggest you go out as pairs,’ Mark continued. ‘Roger, | suggest you 
go with Leroy. You found earlier you do have a shared interest. Angela, will you 
go with Jennifer, please?’ So phrased, Angela felt that was not a question, but 
when she glanced at Jennifer she saw a brief look of relief. Correctly she 
surmised that her companion-to-be didn’t want male company. 

Adam turned to his recalcitrant charge. ‘Carlton, please team up with 
Malcolm. You may find you have more in common than you realise.’ 

Carlton swung round giving Malcolm a sharp appraising stare. Despite 
himself when their eyes met he felt reciprocation. Neither wanted any other 
companion from this group. He announced his agreement simply by swinging his 
chair back towards the group and exchanging brief nods with Malcolm. 

Roger put the practical question. ‘Where do we go? | know there’s a town 
out there, but we haven't a clue as to its layout. Will you give us maps? How long 
do we go for — | don’t have a watch and I’ve noticed there isn’t a clock in here? 
You say time is different, but in what way? Forgive me for asking these 
seemingly idiotic basic questions, but I’m sure everyone else feels we need some 
very simple guidelines.’ 

‘Thank God someone's being practical. Good on yer, mate,’ said Malcolm. 

‘Ah, you’re thanking the Creator at last,’ said Rachel. ‘That’s only the third 
time any of you newcomers has mentioned Him in any way since we came 
together.’ 

Momentarily puzzled, Malcolm then realised his instinctive use of the 
everyday phrase, as with many people, had been voiced without any intrinsic 
meaning. 

Well aware, Rachel countered, ‘At least you didn’t sing it - OH my GOD, 
like the first notes of a rather tuneless song!’ 

Mark continued his general instructions on the forthcoming venture. “You 
need have no worries about time. You'll soon get used to the fact that it doesn’t 
exist here in the same way as on earth. Because life here is permanent there is 
no point in measuring what isn’t actually passing. You'll soon find there’s no 
problem, trust us. As to needing a map, that also is unnecessary. Whatever you 
may want, you'll find. Similarly, if you need to come back here, you'll be able to. 
In fact | expect all of you will do so.’ 

Matthew moved to the door, paused, then momentarily surveyed each 
person intently. Angela knew what he was doing — imbuing each with confidence 
that all would be well. She, therefore, was the first to move. 

‘Come on, Jennifer. Let’s go first.’ 

Jennifer looked around hesitatingly, but received an encouraging glance 
from Mary, so she walked out as firmly as she could. 

‘Can't wait, mate. Let’s go,’ Malcolm urged Carlton. They followed the 
women, Carlton striding ahead. 

Roger looked at Leroy. ‘Seems you have to put up with me.’ 

‘No sweat. What did yow ‘ave to do with football? ‘Oo’d yow support back 
‘ome?’ 
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Roger walked to the door. ‘Man United.’ 

‘Thank ‘eaven it weren’t Redout. OK, let’s goo.’ 

But he was the only one to look back to the receivers. 
‘Thanks, yow guys.’ 


He rejoined Roger as they walked out of the building and back towards the 
town, taking the lead because he was retracing his steps. Nevertheless he found 
the roads appeared different and soon the pair approached an open space 
which, the nearer they got, revealed itself as a vast square fringed with neat 
flower borders and grass verges beyond which were modern looking buildings 
arranged on all four sides. But it wasn’t just the size of the space which made 
them stop in amazement, rather that it was filled with a very large number of 
people. Roger took in the fact that they didn’t comprise a packed crowd because, 
despite the great number, individuals were able to walk about freely. Judging by 
the great array of clothes he surmised very many earthly countries were 
represented. 

Leroy moved along the edge, then without looking back at Roger, turned 
in amongst the people, staring about him at the closest individuals. 

Roger called, ‘Hey, wait for me or we'll get parted.’ Rapidly he caught up 
his new young friend. 

‘What d’yow make of this? ‘Ell of a crowd, ain't it?’ 

‘Nothing to do with hell, young man.’ 

From his clothes and demeanour the speaker was obviously a receiver, 
passing by with a companion. 

‘| can see you’re a very recent arrival’, he continued, ‘Ah, and your friend 
here as well.’ He beckoned to Roger. ‘| assume this is your first experience of 
Welcome Square. What might you be interested in finding?’ 

Roger responded as best he could. ‘Er, well, so far we’ve established that 
we had, | mean have, an interest in football and our, er, receivers suggested we 
might find something about it, though where or how we haven't any idea.’ 

‘No problem, my friend here and | are on our way to a match. Obviously 
that was why you came into the square at that point. You are most welcome to 
join us.’ 

‘Oo’s playin’? | mean, what's the setup ‘ere?’ Leroy asked. 

‘Rather different than on earth, but the game’s the same, as you'll see. But 
let me introduce you to my companion and then you can introduce yourselves to 
us. This is Heinrich, my latest newcomer, though he’s been with me for quite a 
period. 

Roger nodded awkwardly, fazed by the familiarity of the interchange in 
such an unfamiliar situation. ‘My name is Roger and this is Leroy, and yes, we’re 
very new. We are part of a group of six people who came together with six 
receivers and we’ve just been sent out on, well, our first outing. Certainly we 
were thinking about football so out of all these people it’s astonishing we should 
meet you, if as you say, you're going to see some.’ 

‘Nothing astonishing about it. You'll soon find out that whatever you need 
you find. Welcome, Roger and Leroy. My name, by the way, is John.’ 
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‘Yowr name’s ‘einrich. Does that mean yow was German on earth?’ asked 
Leroy of the other newcomer. 

‘Yes, my friend, and before you ask | followed Bayern Munich. Great team, 
of course!’ 

‘Yow speak bloody good English!’ 

Heinrich and John exchanged glances. ‘Actually, | never learnt much 
English, Leroy. The fact is here | feel | am speaking my native language, as you 
are yours. In some way that | haven’t understood yet, people seem able to 
understand one another here intuitively despite what their first, or only, language 
was on earth.’ 

‘Another of the Creator’s benefits to us all here. The mechanism doesn’t 
matter — the fact is it works, at least for this phase and in heaven,’ explained 
John. 

‘But not in hell. I’m slowly getting the picture,’ said Roger, eliciting a 
generous laugh. 

‘You'll never entirely get the picture, as you call it. Just as knowledge 
seemed inexhaustible on earth, here, which is the source of everything, no one 
can ever fully comprehend it all. Which is why heaven is permanently 
fascinating.’ 

‘Yeah, well, when yow’ve finished natterin’, where’s this ‘ere football 
match?’ 

Though Leroy was perfectly capable of following the discussion his basic 
interest lay elsewhere, and having been promised satisfaction he was itching to 
find out all about it. He had played football successfully for his primary and 
secondary schools, having been fortunate that both provided the opportunity to 
do so. He had faithfully followed Manton throughout the many years of its varied 
fortunes. Could he have remembered the circumstances of his leaving the earth 
he might have felt he died defending his team. Others there dismissed his action 
as a senseless brawl that wasted a young life. 

Whilst they were talking they had walked away from the throng in the 
square and were now going through a space between the smart buildings at its 
edge. Very soon they approached a small stadium and John led the way through 
the entrance. Roger paused and posed the basic question. 

‘What about paying to go in?’ 

John smiled indulgently. “‘There’s no money here, Roger. You've left that 
behind.’ 

Seeing his new companions’ astonishment, Heinrich attempted an 
explanation. ‘I thought that weird at first. You'll find out there’s just as much social 
interaction here as on earth, so | couldn’t imagine it operating without the 
interflow of finance. At first the idea that you can have anything you want makes 
some people go crazy trying to collect things, but gradually most realise that want 
is very different from need. Because in this phase of life you don’t need anything, 
gradually for many people their wants decline.’ 

Roger shook his head. ’l can’t imagine not having the fun of shopping.’ 

‘Oh, you can do that. It takes what everybody still calls a long time to get 
out of the habit. However, you just select what you want, clothes, something for 
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your house — ah, | see you haven’t got that far yet. Never mind, you'll find out 
about that. The point is you don’t have to pay for anything and there’s never a 
shortage.’ 

‘| need to come to terms with that,’ said Roger with feeling. ‘Earning, 
saving and spending was such a fundamental part of existence for me.’ 

‘And me, mate. And if yow couldn’t earn it there was other ways ter get 
bread, which was cool, | can tell yer,’ put in Leroy. 

‘Hm, was John’s response with a quizzical look. ‘But let’s leave that new 
bit of your education. Let's find a seat.’ 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


The football match was another eye-opener for Roger and Leroy. John 
and Heinrich led the way into the seating around the pitch where they were even 
more surprised to find about two thousand people. As they moved around Leroy 
was beside himself. 

‘Blimey, ain’t they quiet. | thought this place was empty when we was 
outside. Tain’t very lively, is it?’ 

‘Oh, you'll find everyone will be very keen on the game,’ John assured 
him. 

Heinrich explained. ‘Don’t worry, people don’t find it necessary to get 
worked up before matches to enjoy the contest. That's because we don’t see 
them so much as battles as we did on earth. But games are every bit as exciting, 
whether you watch or play.’ 

‘You'll have to explain things from the very beginning for us’, said Roger 
apologetically. Are there many teams, do you have leagues, are there clubs, if so 
can we join one? You mentioned playing; my playing days were long passed on 
earth, though I’m beginning to feel fit enough to do so here. But I’m sure Leroy 
was still playing on earth.’ 

“Yeah, | played for our works team. But what’s buggin’ me is this ‘ere 
crowd -— they all look bloody ancient. Now if most on ‘em come ‘ere when they 
was old on earth, what about the teams? ‘Ow old are the players goin’ ter be, 
when we get round to seein’ ‘em? 

Heinrich pointed to one end of the field. ‘Look, here they come.’ 

The atmosphere around the stadium electrified. To Roger it was exactly as 
on earth, but magnified; a current of communication passed through everyone at 
lightning speed and was transformed into vociferous cheering. But Leroy spotted 
the differences. No coloured team scarves, no placards. Just hands, arms and 
voices raised in an all inclusive peal of pleasure. On the field the teams were 
obviously distinguishable. Shirts were either all yellow or all blue. He watched 
derisorily as twenty two grey haired players with bodies to match spread out. 
Then he realised they were moving with speed and athleticism totally at variance 
with their appearance. Some began stretching exercises, others jumped up and 
down on the spot with youthful ease. 

Then he spotted another difference. 

‘Bloody ‘ell, some on ‘em are women! D’yow mean ter tell me they ‘ave 
mixed teams ‘ere?’ he demanded. 

‘Of course,’ countered John, ‘there’s no reason why there shouldn't be. 
Women are just as active and strong as men here — and as you know there are 
plenty of women’s teams on earth now. Some of these will have played on earth 
when they were young, others decided to take it up here.’ 

People nearby turned and looked at the outraged youngster, grinned 
knowingly and turned their attention back to the field. Thoroughly rattled Leroy 
studied it for more shocks. He soon found one. 

‘Look, they’re startin’ ter play and there ain’t no referee on the pitch yet. 
Oi, ‘ang about, yow can’t start yet,’ he yelled. 
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But start it did without any heed to the indignant shrieks of the young 
fellow leaping up from one of the seats not far from the centre line. If anyone 
heard him above the enveloping circle of cheers they would have known he was 
watching his first match. But watchers and players alike were giving all their 
attention to the game. 

John laid a gently restraining hand on Leroy’s shoulder. ‘I think you should 
watch. There are differences with the game here, as you'll see.’ 

Leroy stared hard at him, then at Roger who also looked very perplexed 
but was keeping his own counsel. Still aghast he subsided and tried to 
concentrate, feeling suddenly alien in entirely weird circumstances. 

But play began familiarly enough. Yellow centre kicked diagonally left and 
the ball was deftly flicked back to a midfield player, allowing forwards to race up 
field. The anticipated kick looped high over the heads of the blues forwards and a 
mixed group of colours converged on the dropping ball. Upwards sprang one of 
each, aiming to head the ball in defence or attack. But as they leapt the blue 
defender’s elbow caught the yellow strikers shoulder and pushed him away 
before he could reach the ball. Instantly blues fell back; one picked up the ball 
and handed it to a yellow forward. The free kick was taken very quickly and play 
resumed. 

Leroy and Roger looked at one another in raw astonishment. But before 
either could comment a blue foot kicked the ball well into opposing territory, 
where a flying striker neatly collected it, feinted left, slipped right to avoid an 
oncoming defender and thundered a superb shot into the right top corner of the 
net. Two thousand voices cheered noisily, two thousand pairs of hands clapped 
and slapped neighbours on the back. 

‘Brilliant! ‘Marvellous goal!’ ‘Typical Johann shot!’ ‘Well done, mate!’ 
These and countless other comments boomed spectators’ delight from all parts 
of the stadium. The player raised his hands in acknowledgement; the remaining 
twenty one players applauded wholeheartedly, the defeated goalkeeper 
seemingly clapping most enthusiastically of all. 

As the excitement lessened he retrieved the ball from the back of the net, 
kicked it expertly towards the centre line and turned back to his goalmouth. As he 
did so a nearby spectator called out. 

‘What a cracker, Jim!’ 

‘Absolutely! There was no way | could reach it. He’s a superb striker, isn’t 
he?’ 

‘Wonderful to watch. We're very lucky to have him here. Hope he doesn’t 
move on yet!’ 

Both men smiled, eschewing further comment. 

The ball was replaced on the centre spot, the teams resumed positions 
and yellows kicked off. After a series of inconclusive passes, kicks and counters, 
a yellow player trapped the ball neatly, dodged right and sprinted along the 
touchline to her right. Sparse of frame, grey hair streaming, she raced at a 
seemingly impossibly speed for her physique, deftly out-manoeuvring two 
challengers. The third essayed a sliding tackle, hit the ball though not cleanly 
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causing it to bounce a noisy staccato between both pairs of feet before shooting 
out of play. 

Just as a referee was superfluous so, apparently, were linesmen. The two 
players scrambled to their feet and immediately began a heated discussion. 
Spectators quietened, awaiting the outcome, allowing the exchanges to be heard 
Clearly. 

‘I’m positive it was my left foot which touched it last,’ called the female 
voice. 

And I’m equally sure it was my right. It really has to be your side’s throw.’ 

Two figures, one of each colour, hastened to the spot. Captains, 
obviously. 

‘If you can’t agree, we'll drop the ball,’ said yellow. 

‘Well,’ countered blue. ‘We stopped Ingrid’s excellent run That'd be fine if 
Sebastian had taken it cleanly but he didn’t. I'd be happy for you to have a free 
kick.’ 

‘But I’m in no doubt that | touched it last’ said Ingrid. 

‘And I’m sure you didn't,’ grinned Sebastian, wide black lips revealing 
immaculate white teeth. 

‘OK, I'll drop the ball between you,’ said yellow captain, ‘because you'll 
never agree.’ 

He did so and Ingrid won the encounter by a hairsbreadth. She crossed 
the ball on to the head of her leading striker swooping towards the goal. He 
rocketed it into the bottom left hand corner, just eluding the groping fingers of 
blue goalie’s outstretched right hand. A volcanic whoosh of cheering erupted 
from all sides, followed by a hearty rattle of applause around the field as every 
player demonstrated unqualified delight. 

‘Beautiful cross, Ingrid! Absolutely spot on, well done!’ acknowledged the 
striker. 

‘Brilliant finish, Jeff,’ she responded, waving to him as she ran back for the 
restart. John and Heinrich assessed their companions’ reactions in the moment 
of calm following the second goal. 

‘It's a lovely game, don’t you think?’ probed John. 

‘| wouldn't have believed it possible,’ admitted Roger. ‘At first, without any 
controlling officials | thought it was going to be an extremely weak affair, no 
spectacle at all. But it isn’t. It’s great entertainment — and the crowd obviously 
love it.’ 

‘Right, you’ve spotted the central idea very quickly. Everyone tries to 
ensure that everyone else has a good game.....by that | mean plays to a high 
standard. So everyone tries to create conditions to allow that, playing on top form 
themselves so they don’t just make it easy for the other side but encourage them 
to bring out their very best skills, which of course is what the crowd wants to 
watch.’ 

‘Good, fair play at the highest possible standard. Nothing whatsoever 
weak about it,’ added Heinrich. ‘Wonderful to watch.’ 

‘No it bloody ain’t!’ screamed Leroy, unable to contain his derision further. 
‘Yow can’t get worked up by that crappy lot. Look, right from the start when that 
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blue midfield thumped ‘is elbow on that yellow’s forward’s shoulder — it was a 
great dig, an’ all — right, if they’re daft enough to play without a ref ‘e could’ve got 
away with it easy, but ‘e bloody well owns up to it! | ask yow, what sort of a game 
is that? And so it’s gone on. Falling over themselves to admit what they’ve done. 
‘Ell, | wish | was down there, straight | do. I’d show ‘em some bloody real 
football.’ 

John stared at Leroy with sudden power surging through his eyes. 

‘You will be able to do so, my young friend. But you may find a few 
surprises coming your way if you do.’ 

Leroy had forgotten John was a receiver. He felt the force and subsided 
slightly, recognising the warning. But curiosity remained. 

‘Ow do | get ter play?’ 

‘You'll find out shortly, | expect.’ 

Their joint attention returned to the field where another burst of scintillating 
skills produced a second goal for blues, again from Johann. Despite watching 
with disgust etched across his face, on this occasion Leroy admitted the man’s 
supreme skill. Then suddenly his jaw dropped and he grabbed Roger’s arm in 
desperate appeal. 

‘Look, man. Don’t yow reckernise ‘im? That bloke was, er, is, Joey 
Irmahger. Used ter play for Germany then ‘e got killed in a plane crash. One of 
the best strikers in Europe they used ter reckon. They needed ‘im for the next 
World Cup. Strewth, no wonder that goal was so bloody good.’ 

‘I’m glad you spotted Johann,’ said Heinrich. ‘I knew him well on earth — as 
a supporter that is. He used to play for Bayern Munich, my team. He’s very much 
appreciated here, of course. But if you look around you may see a couple more 
faces - from days gone by on earth, of course. Johann came here in his prime. 

In fact Leroy could not, but Roger found Willy Wilterham, the well known 
back who played for Everton and England. He remembered reading his recent 
obituary in ‘The Times’. 

‘But who are all the other players? Did they all play professional football?’ 
he asked. 

‘Oh no,’ replied Heinrich. ‘Some were amateurs, but quite a few started to 
play here. There’s plenty of opportunity to learn and practise. Four of the five 
women did just that. When they were young on earth women’s football was 
virtually unknown.’ 

Their attention gravitated to the field again where play continued to excite 
and entertain, though without further goals. Then a ripple of unfathomed 
communication darted through the players; very soon heads turned in the 
direction of the captains, who nodded assent. Without any other signal 
whatsoever play stopped and the teams walked towards one side of the pitch, sat 
down and chatted amongst themselves. A sharp burst of appreciative applause 
swept around the stadium. 

‘First break,’ announced Heinrich. 

‘Does that replace half time?’ Roger enquired. 

‘Sort of. Breaks are taken generally when people feel ready.’ 
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Roger laughed. ‘No looking at watches, of course. But how do you judge 
full time?’ 

It was Heinrich’s turn to laugh. ‘You'll think this crazy, but the end is 
decided in the same way.’ 

Leroy plunged in again. ‘But that’s unfair. That’d make matches different 
lengths. ‘Ow can yow ‘ave a competition under them sort o’ rules?’ 

‘True, you couldn’t, but we don't.’ 

‘Then what's the point of playin’ at all?’ 

‘The point is what you have just seen and we explained. Pure enjoyment 
for the people who watch, pure enjoyment for those who play.’ 

‘But what about the result, man?’ Leroy yelled, thrusting upturned palms 
before Heinrich in wild supplication. 

‘No one really cares. There might be a bit of leg pulling, especially if 
someone didn’t put their very best effort into the game, but nothing more. What's 
the point?’ 

Leroy’s memory shot to league tables, cup competitions, gates dependent 
on success, player’s salaries likewise, supporters’ clubs, passionate loyalties in 
the face of taunts, ridicule and worse. Before he spoke again he had made the 
connection. Everything on earth was money led at rock bottom. His mind 
switched back to his gang and their loyal defence of Manton’s reputation after 
their drubbing by Redout. 

‘Three one, three one,’ chorused the Redout fans. 

Leroy experienced a personal playback, as had others at the seminar. But 
there no one had been aware of another’s personal experience, with the 
exception of Jennifer's suicide. So when a receiver touched or held his or her 
newcomer as the latter reprised a crucial life event, no one else had been aware 
of it or even of apparent time passing. But on this occasion, as John placed a 
hand on Leroy’s shoulder, both Roger and Heinrich could see in their minds the 
image of Leroy confronting his opponent amid the rival fans. 

‘We did ya good and propa!’ taunted their leader. 

‘Shut it, cockney sparrer, afore someone gets cross,’ warned a voice of 
reason as the two groups edged closer. 

‘No one shuts me up, you pathetic bastards!’ spat their leader. He pulled 
his knife. ‘Anyone wanna try?’ 

Laughter broke out in the ranks of the Leroy’s gang. 

‘He’s asking for it, Big Sting. Goo on, yow show ‘im!’ 

But Leroy had needed no urging. The challenge was thrown, the honour of 
his gang, his colour, his roots, was impugned. Defence was the duty of 
leadership. Without a vestige of hesitation or a question he thrust forward, knife 
in hand. The bystanders drew back slightly affording the protagonists the 
necessary space, but no more. They circled one another, testing reactions. Leroy 
made the first successful lunge, gashing his opponent in the shoulder. 

Heinrich was horrified. He, perforce, experienced the scene through 
Leroy’s thoughts. But because Leroy retained no memory of the final event 
Heinrich was unable to see it either. 
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‘Why ever did you get into such a horrible fight, young lad?’ he lamented. 
‘Hooliganism was football’s degradation. It had nothing to do with the game. You 
do have a problem now you're here.’ 

Roger was quick to realise the significance. ‘When did that happen?’ he 
asked. 

‘Ang on, ‘ang on. Don't both natter at me together.’ To Roger he replied, ‘It 
‘appened a short while ago; in fact | was there, in that fight, then suddenly | was 
in a sort o’ tunnel, then | was ‘ere, meetin’ Josh, then you and the rest on ‘em in 
that buildin’, yow know what | mean.....’ 

Then he realised the awful possibility. 

‘Bloody ‘ell! D’yow think | was....... 

Awareness rocked Leroy severely. Though he had not the slightest 
recollection of suffering any injury he could imagine clearly that the reason for his 
sudden entry into the second phase of life was that he had been killed in the first. 

John’s sympathetic hand remained on his shoulder. Then he outraged the 
other two men with his comment. 

‘Yes, my dear young man. You laid down your life for your friends.’ 


The nauseating bile of criticism felt by Heinrich and Roger was abruptly 
quelled by the familiar quotation, albeit applied most inappropriately. John, they 
recognised, was a receiver and so endowed with superior knowledge and 
understanding of people. Heinrich had progressed a long way under his guidance 
towards the goal of a final decision as to where he wanted to live permanently. 
But in this case his deep frown was an eloquent comment that he didn’t accept 
John’s interpretation of Leroy’s behaviour. 

Roger’s feeling towards his new companion, who was about the same age 
as his son Lawrence, was ambivalent but he tried to understand. 

‘You mean he tried to help his friends in the way he thought best even 
though we know it was evil?’ 

‘Exactly,’ agreed John. ‘Like you, | didn’t know anything about Leroy other 
than from his comments about the way we play football here,’ he paused with 
querying eyebrows and a gentle smile, ‘until he made the connection with his 
past life. However, | think you'll find that, as a boy, he learned it was good to 
stand up for his friends as well as himself. Am | right?’ 

‘Yeah, that’s what me Uncle and me Mom used ter tell me. Make good 
friends, never mind ‘oo they are, stick by ‘em and they'll stick by yow, that’s what 
they used ter say. That’s what ‘appened in the gang. We was all good mates an’ 
there’s no way yow let your mates down.’ 

‘But surely what he did is stretching the concept of supporting one’s 
friends too far?’ urged Heinrich. 

‘Why?’ John’s response was a challenge not a question. 

‘Well, to me giving one’s life in the service of one’s country is very different 
from doing the same in a brawl of hooligans. Sorry, young man, that sounds very 
critical, but football violence is very different from fighting a war.’ 

‘Is it, though?’ asked John firmly. ‘The mistake you are making is judging 
both war and hooliganism from your standpoint. The principles and attitudes you 
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have were built up through your circumstances as young children and what you 
made of them when you became adult. No doubt Leroy’s background was very 
different from yours.’ 

‘You mean what | was brought up to think of as right applies to me alone? 
asked Roger incredulously. 

‘Yes, although in an homogenous society the differences are shades, not 
stark contrasts. But your society was not fully homogenous, was it?’ 

‘Plural values, yes, that was a much used description of western 
democracy,’ agreed Heinrich. 

‘Yeah, well. | dunno I’ve understood what yow’re yackin’ about. | do know 
yow stuck by yowr mates, that’s ‘ow it was. What gets me is Josh told me | was 
wrong when | didn’t think everyone was me mate! We was all in different groups 
— blacks, whites, Afros, Caribbs, Pakis, Indians, Chinks, workin’ class, toffs, 
young, bleedin’ old, blimey the list goes on for ever! Yow found yowr own little 
group and defended it against anyone ‘oo tried to attack it, no matter ‘ow.’ 

‘And that’s good enough,’ said John. ‘Now, as your receiver will have told 
you, you'll now find out whether you can expand on what you did on earth to 
include far more people as friends here.’ 

Leroy looked at him askance. ‘Like | told Josh, it depends ‘oo they are.’ 

‘You do like other people, Leroy,’ put in Roger. ‘| Know we’ve not been 
together for long, but you made friends with me very quickly back at our meeting 
place with the others, even though I’m much older and, well, from a different 
background.’ 

‘Yeah, well, that’s because yow was nice ter me.’ 

‘It only needs a smile to start off on the right foot when you meet new 
people,’ John suggested. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen! The sudden voice effectively ended their 
discussion. They looked up, seeking its origin. One of the players on the pitch 
was standing, calling to the crowd. Only the newest of newcomers were 
surprised that his words carried to everyone without any sound equipment. 

‘Newcomers may be interested to know that anyone who would like to do 
so is welcome to come and play with us. We make this invitation at all our 
games. If any of you would like to come down on to the pitch we'll fix you up with 
kit. That's no problem here. We'll organise it so there’s an equal number on 
either side. If there’s enough of you we'll have a newcomers only game, then 
we'll continue afterwards with our teams. If there’s just a few some of us will drop 
out for a while to let you have a go, then we'll revert to our original game. Come 
on, don’t be shy — we'd love to have you!’ 

Leroy’s eyes widened. He turned to John. ‘Straight up, could | go?’ 

‘Of course, you heard the man. We don’t say things we don’t mean.’ 

Leroy looked at Roger. ‘Will yow come an’ all?’ 

‘Er, I’m not sure whether | could....’ 

‘Well, I’m goin’. See ya, mate!’ 

Youthful anticipation swept him along as he ran on to the pitch. Six others, 
much older looking followed, then, after a pause, two more, one of whom was 
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Roger overcoming his initial reticence. The man who had spoken welcomed each 
wholeheartedly with vigorous handshakes. 

‘| see our volunteers are all men!’ he laughed. ‘Perhaps we'll prevail on 
some ladies to join us later. Now nine of us will drop out for the next period of 
play. Go into the changing room where you'll find plenty of kit to choose from. 
Some will fit you, of that you can be sure because you want to play. Then we'll 
decide where you want to play and whose places you'll take.’ 

Mildly hesitant but nevertheless very keen the newcomers trooped off the 
pitch, soon to return kitted to perfection as regards fit, but with questioning 
expressions. Their host, and not a few of the crowd, smiled with concealed 
knowledge. 

‘You’re wondering why there are only white shirts! Don’t worry, you should 
know by now the appearance of things can change according to your 
circumstances. That fact has many uses. Your shirts will take on the colour of the 
team you join.’ 

So four became blue and five yellow as the arrangements were made. In 
the event the metamorphosis cause only mild surprise to the wearers. 

Leroy became a blue striker, replacing Johann, an outcome which 
certainly went to his head. 

‘Subbin’ for Joey Irmahger — | wish me mates could see me now!’ 

Roger joined yellows as a defender, a role he had undertaken successfully 
for quite a few years for his works team which enjoyed many fruitful years in their 
league with solid financial backing from the firm’s supportive directors. 

A solidly built, muscular, brown skinned man whose lower jaw struggled to 
emerge from beneath a spectacularly drooping moustache, grabbed Leroy’s 
hand. 

‘Welcome friend. I’m Manuel, blue captain. Don’t worry because you don’t 
know us yet. Jus’ try to play your best. Everyone ‘ere wants to watch skill. That’s 
what it’s all about.’ 

‘OK mate,’ he responded with easy bravado. Me name’s Leroy, an I'll give 
it me best shot, don’t yow trouble yourself about that.’ 

Manuel looked hard but briefly at the brash young man, then turned to 
greet his side’s other new recruits. Leroy picked up an unattended ball lying 
nearby and treated it to a succession of neat flicks on the toe of his right foot. 
Deftly he changed to his left, then bounced it up to his head and bobbed it a few 
times with his forehead. He thrust his head forward and held it stationary on the 
nape of his neck, then dropped his head and as the ball fell kneed it upwards to 
head it away to his side. He did not see two of the blue team eyeing him 
appreciatively, nor their exchanged nods. 

Yellow captain called to Manuel asking whether his team was ready. Leroy 
noted he was the man who had invited newcomers on to the field. Manuel broke 
away from the last of his substitutes. 

‘Sure, Ikem, let’s go!’ 

From his seat Heinrich watched the reconstituted teams disperse to their 
positions, the newcomers a touch hesitant. But as soon as play began they were 
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rapidly assimilated into the action as former skills, mostly long unused, 
reasserted themselves with invigorating rapidity. 

One new yellow midfielder gathered a shot sent high from deep in blue 
territory, sidestepped a rapid thrust from the blue centre trying to collect it and set 
off at great pace with grey locks bobbing on either side of a sunburnt pate. He 
got well into his stride before having the ball taken off his toes, but the crowd 
roared their appreciation of his effort. Absolutely unable to bridle the intoxicating 
enthusiasm flowing through his elderly looking frame he threw back his head and 
yelled, 

‘Fantastic! Oh God, it’s good to be alive!’ 

The crowd broke into a spontaneous shout of joy, whilst the object of their 
delight celebrated further by diving into a well-executed forward roll. But the 
successful winner of the ball, though laughing wholeheartedly with the 
newcomer’s ecstatic feeling, didn’t pause in her dash towards yellow’s goal. 
Seeing Leroy to her left and running ahead into open space she slid the ball 
towards him. 

‘Go on, lad, hit it hard!’ 

He needed no exhortation. This was a familiar and enjoyable part of his 
life. Easily he eyed the target, slipped an intended tackle, fixed his eye on the 
back of the ball and crashed a shot towards the top left corner of the net. The 
goalkeeper leapt with astonishing dexterity and, for an instant, Leroy was aghast 
at the thought that his outstretched hand was going to make contact, but the ball 
fractionally eluded him and rocketed into the netting. 

The crowd’s delighted roar which had been rising during blues’ riposte 
swelled tremendously at its conclusion. Roger, standing ineffectively nearby and 
waving his congratulations to Leroy, was entranced by the noise of the crowd. He 
looked up in astonishment as the sound assumed an unmistakable choral note, 
reminding him of the boom of Freude in Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. 

Leroy was not listening. He turned with obvious delight suffusing his young 
face, expectantly spreading outstretched arms with upturned palms inviting 
approbation. Then he let them fall and frowned, looking around at the members 
of his team, but they were moving back to their kick-off positions. True they were 
clapping their hands vigorously, but not one offered the tumultuous dash and 
overpowering leap of ham-acted congratulations he was expecting. 

‘Bloody ‘ell, yow toffee nosed lot o’ bastards,’ he said quietly though not 
unkindly. ‘Ah well, | know it was one o’ me best, if yow don't.’ 

Play quickly resumed. Yellows took the initiative and the action shifted 
largely to the blues half leaving Leroy lingering near the centre of the field and 
Roger poised to spring into action to operate the off-side trap. He wondered 
whether he could possibly outwit Leroy at that aspect of the game. Certainly he 
was sure that, though feeling perfectly fit and active, nevertheless because his 
friend appeared so much younger he’d lose in an outright run for the ball. 
Younger? He thought about what had been said on that topic at the seminar. 
Was Leroy still younger than he in this second phase of life? Certainly both he 
and all the other players looked much older than the lad who couldn’t have been 
much more than twenty on earth. Would their appearances really change to 
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something more youthful if they progressed into heaven - and would Leroy grow 
older if he didn’t follow them? He shook his bemused head. 

Suddenly he pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind as players leapt 
in expectation of another goal but the yellow shot went wide. The players moved 
towards him in anticipation of the goal kick which soared into the sky and headed 
inexorably for him. He tensed, determined not to fluff the move in front of a much 
larger and more cognisant crowd than he had ever played before. A thrill shot 
through his frame as he trapped the ball neatly with the inside of his right leg and 
controlled it with his left foot, turning to elude a thrusting tackle. He swung his 
right leg back and cracked a shot with delightful force towards a team mate 
heading for the blue penalty area. 

But it was intercepted and drilled back towards him at considerable speed, 
outpacing the blue forward who was attempting a swift foray. Roger collected the 
ball again and swung his right leg intending to shoot it back again. But he 
reckoned without Leroy who flung himself towards the ball with tremendous 
acceleration. 

For an instant and with absolute clarity Leroy’s mind surveyed the options. 
Sliding tackle, ignore the ball, take the man, doesn’t matter. No referee — so who 
cares? Anyway, it’s Roger so he'll know the score. Guess he’s done it himself a 
hundred times. 

He slid like a bullet. 

The crash reverberated with agonising shock throughout his entire frame. 
He lay on the ground, sick and gasping, beyond the touchline where his 
momentum had carried him. Not a single muscle responded to his mind’s urging 
to get to his feet. Aghast he wondered at the implications of a long-lasting injury. 
He couldn’t even turn his head to see whether someone was coming to his 
assistance, though possibly this was an advantage because no one was. 

For his part Roger had felt nothing whatsoever. To him it appeared that 
Leroy had totally misjudged his tackle and had slid ineffectively past him. In fact 
he smiled to himself as he kicked the ball back into his opponents’ territory. 
Perhaps the lad hadn’t any advantage here despite his youth. 

It was not until he was sure play was firmly engaged well away from his 
position that he glanced up to find Leroy still lying apparently injured and 
unattended. He started to sprint towards the prone figure but a commanding 
voice cried out. 

‘Leave him — he’s got to learn!’ 

Despite the crowd and the distance he could see quite clearly it was John 
who had called. He stood out as though spotlighted. Through the roar of happy 
cheering at the progress of play Roger heard the admonition perfectly. 
Momentarily he looked at the spectators and could see that no one was taking 
the slightest notice of Leroy even though he was lying very close to the front row. 
So trusting to others’ superior knowledge he decided to comply and ran back into 
play. 

After a spell of end-to-end excitement in which Roger figured periodically 
he began to feel tired in a pleasing, happy-with-the-accomplishment sort of way. 
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He wondered how long play would continue, so he was delighted to hear a 
sudden call from his team captain. 

‘I’m sure you all deserve another rest. Well done, everybody, especially 
our new recruits! Come and sit down whilst we find out whether you've convinced 
others they should join in.’ 

Again the teams walked to the side of the pitch and sat down whilst the 
spectators were trawled for further volunteers. Roger followed, then turned 
towards Leroy who was still completely ignored, though he had managed to pull 
himself into a sitting position. Roger felt annoyed that no one had helped the lad 
at all. But when he reached the isolated figure he became aware of an appalling 
stench. Reacting instinctively as he would have done on earth he looked around 
assuming Leroy had trodden in something. But the grass both on and off the 
pitch was smooth perfection, devoid of the tiniest scrap of litter, let alone excreta. 
But that was the unmistakable smell arising from where Leroy was sitting 
disconsolately. Momentarily he assumed the lad must have suffered an horrific 
injury, but dismissed the thought just as rapidly because he could see there was 
no such problem. Leroy wasn’t even holding any part of his body in pain. 

Roger looked up as another figure approached swiftly. It was John. 

‘He has to recover on his own; neither you nor | can help him. What 
happened was due to his intention. Obviously he deliberately tried to hit you in 
that tackle instead of playing the ball as he should have done. No one can 
deliberately hit or even push another person antagonistically here. The action 
rebounds upon the perpetrator.’ 

‘| don’t understand. There were plenty of occasions when people knocked 
one another. For example, when | headed the ball and another player tried to do 
the same. We bounced off one another quite naturally....1 mean just as | would 
have expected. It felt just like on earth.’ 

‘Did it?’ 

Roger paused. ‘Now you pinpoint it, | suppose the knock didn’t hurt in any 
way. | was aware of the contact and movement, but there was no after effect.’ 

‘Exactly. All those actions were a legitimate part of the game, part of the 
give and take of the action, or within the rules. Just think of rugby — most of the 
game involves contact, but everything is prescribed in the rules. Beyond that 
there is no possibility of anyone punching or kicking with intent to harm. There 
are no yellow or red cards here!’ 

A stifled gurgle forced itself from the wretched figure at their feet. Leroy 
spat violently, though no spittle emerged, Roger noticed. 

‘What are you trying to say, young man? You'll get your voice back and 
the movement of your limbs gradually once the shock has worn off.’ 

‘Pah, me mouth tastes somethin’ ‘orrible.’ He attempted to clear his throat 
again with the same result. ‘What I’m askin’ is what the ‘ell ‘appened? | only did 
the normal thing — and then | didn’t even ‘it yow, did I? So why did this ‘appen to 
me?’ 

‘I’m sure you heard what | said to Roger,’ admonished John. ‘You suffered 
as you did because you tried to hit Roger, not the ball. It was a deliberate attempt 
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to foul — and that’s impossible here. No one has any power here to dominate 
another in any way whatsoever.’ 

Leroy looked up in raw astonishment. ‘But yow get ‘undreds of deliberate 
fouls in games — it’s all part of the game.’ 

‘Not here it isn’t.’ 

‘Well, if it’s only a game for toffs who can’t mix it I’m not interested. Yow 
can stuff it.’ 

A sad frown wrinkled Roger’s face. ‘It’s only a short while ago you were 
complimenting Leroy on virtually defending his friends with his life. Now it seems 
he’s being punished for a very common action which wasn’t all that bad. His 
experiences seem very mixed here.’ 

‘The same goes for most people in this phase. Almost without exception 
people from earth arrive with a lifetime of mixed motives in their psyche. This 
phase is all about finding out which are dominant and then deciding their ultimate 
destination accordingly.’ 

Leroy finally struggled to his feet. ‘I’m getting’ bloody cheesed off,’ he 
muttered. ‘One minute life ‘ere seems marvellous an’ the next it kicks yow in the 
teeth an yow finish up stinkin’ o’ shit! | don’t get it, straight up | don’t.’ 

‘Wasn't life on earth like that for you?’ enquired John. 

‘Yeah, there was good times and plenty o’ knocks — but yow didn’t get like 
this.’ 

‘That will wear off very soon, as the momentary paralysis did just now. No 
doubt you'll have similar experiences one way or another until you fully realise 
that things happen here entirely according to your thoughts. When you bring the 
helpful aspects of your character to the fore you find your experiences and 
surroundings become very pleasant — and the opposite happens when you try to 
push yourself at the expense of others. Gradually you'll concentrate on one or 
the other depending on what you developed on earth as the core of your being.’ 

A thought hit Roger. ‘But Leroy obviously had much less time to develop 
his character on earth than many others, me for example, even though I’m not 
exactly old. What about that — come to think of it, what about all children who 
unfortunately die young? What about their character formation if that’s so crucial 
to life experiences here?’ 

‘A fundamental question, my friend. In the case of children, there is no 
problem. Whatever their age, whatever their character, they do not experience 
this phase. They go straight to heaven where they are surrounded by the very 
best influences. That in every sense is the best possible education. But finally, 
when they become young adults — yes, they do indeed grow up — they have 
complete freedom to choose where to go. Most choose to stay, as you can 
imagine. However, some do reject all heavenly influences and decide to leave. 
Now, in the case of young men and women — and when childhood ends and 
adulthood begins depends upon on various factors such as upbringing, their 
society on earth, what life opportunities they had or the reverse — young adults 
usually need longer in this phase to sort themselves out. Older people tend not to 
have that problem. Their true nature often emerges quickly because they were 
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demonstrating it openly as they neared the end of their first phase, provided they 
didn’t have overriding physical or mental problems.’ 

Roger wanted to deepen his enquiry but John gently ushered him and 
Leroy away from the field as players returned. He noticed there were a few 
newcomers who hadn’t appeared before, so the experience of seeing old looking 
people playing with the spirit of their former youth had spread encouragement. At 
first Roger walked towards their original seats where he expected to see 
Heinrich, but he couldn’t spot any empty places. Then he realised he was still 
wearing football kit, as was Leroy. 

‘You should go to the changing room and put on your own clothes. Leave 
the kit there as you found it. Someone else will use it soon, | expect. Oh, and 
before you ask, it won’t need washing, any more than you'll need a shower, and 
that applies to Leroy as well! That always surprises newcomers. The reason, of 
course, is that bodies here are different from those you had in the physical world.’ 

Again Roger thought to pursue enquiries but abruptly yawned, a feeling of 
pleasant tiredness suffusing his frame and mind. 

‘Ah,’ said John. ‘You've had plenty of bodily and mental activity on your 
first unaccompanied experience of life here. It would be sensible to return to your 
receivers. I’m pleased to have met and helped you. Perhaps we'll meet again if 
you need to do so.’ 

‘Er, yes, | hope so,’ said Roger, not fully understanding. John smiled. 

Leroy, once again himself, asked the obvious question. ‘Ow do we find our 
geezers? They stayed in that place where Josh took me. Then once we got to 
that crowd where we met yow | didn’t take much notice of ‘ow we got to this ‘ere 
football match.’ 

Again John smiled. ‘Moving from one place to another here isn’t a 
problem. You can walk, of course, but really all you need to do is to think where 
or with whom you want to be — you'll find then that’s where you are!’ 

‘| don’t get that at all,’ demurred Roger. 

‘You experienced much of it on earth. You could easily think about 
somewhere miles from your home, the other side of the globe in fact and see it 
clearly in your imagination. The one thing you couldn't move, of course, was your 
body because it was limited in space and time. Here, however, it does move in 
harmony with your imagination. You'll soon get used to it and it will become 
second nature, as the saying goes.’ 

‘Well, | hear what you say,’ said Roger doubtfully. ‘Come on Leroy, let’s 
ditch our kit and then see if it works.’ 

‘OK mate, I’m with you,’ came the subdued reply. 

‘Goodbye, my friends.’ 

John moved away. They turned and started to walk back to the changing 
room entrance which was near the touchline in the middle of the field. But 
suddenly they found themselves inside it, standing before the pegs where their 
ordinary clothes were hanging. The transformation involved no other sensation 
whatsoever and so didn’t seem strange. They looked at each other and laughed. 

‘Dead easy, ain't it?’ 
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Bemused Roger took off his boots and shorts. As he pulled off his shirt he 
was not surprised to see it was pristine white again as it had been when he put it 
on. He took his own familiar light blue check shirt and put it on over the vest 
which he had kept on. Sheepishly he looked down at his chest. 

‘Nope — yow ain't sweatin,’ confirmed Leroy.’ 

Roger laughed. ‘So we don't get the fun of a communal shower. That’s a 
pity.’ 

‘Don’ be too sure o’ that, mate. This place seems full o’ surprises. Seems 
to me we'd better start takin’ whatever comes without pushin’ it. Yow know what | 
mean?’ 

‘You're right, my lad,’ agreed Roger as he reached for his tie, having put 
on his trousers. He then put on the jacket of his light grey suit. 

‘Yow’re quite the businessman, ain’t yer?’ quipped his young companion 
as he completed his change back to black jeans and faded red T-shirt, denim top 
and his familiar black Nike trainers. 

‘Well, this is what | was wearing the last thing | remember on earth. | was 
going to a meeting at our works. Anyway, your clothes seem very clean — not like 
your football kit wnen you had that problem on the field.’ 

Leroy flicked his eyebrows. ‘Yeah, well, that was bloody odd. OK, so | 
know | tried to take yow down, that’s part o’ the game, init?’ 

‘Not here, apparently.’ 

‘Yeah, well, I'll ‘ave to think about that.’ He looked up. ‘No ‘ard feelings, 
mate?’ 

‘Absolutely not!’ 

‘OK.....er , thanks.’ 

Roger looked into Leroy’s eyes and recognised the effort he was making. 
‘Now let’s see whether we can both get back to that seminar place the way we 
got in here.’ 

Focussing directly on the action did make it seem strange. They looked at 
one another again, half expecting to experience a sensation of movement. But 
they were in the seminar room, alone with Mark and Josh. 

‘Hello again, you two’, Mark welcomed. ‘I expect you feel you'd like 
something to eat. There’s food and drink on the table. Help yourselves to 
whatever you want.’ 

Roger and Leroy stared at the table. It was laden with food that appeared 
exactly the same as for a buffet on earth. Tankards stood ready filled, gently 
foaming and glasses were replete with red and white wine. 

‘This is cool, man,’ Leroy smiled at Roger. 

They exchanged another high five, laughed and moved to the table. 
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CHAPTER SIX 


When Angela led Jennifer through the foyer doors she turned towards the 
town she had seen on her approach with Matthew. After a few strides she 
paused and waited for her new companion. It seemed natural to adopt the role of 
leader and Jennifer's hesitancy confirmed her decision. 

‘| feel we should try to explore this town rather than go for a ramble in the 
countryside, even though I'd love to be doing that. I’ve seen something of it. It’s 
gorgeous. Did you see much before going to the meeting, you know, with Mary?’ 

‘No.’ Jennifer frowned, collecting her thoughts. ‘| seemed to wake up ina 
house. At first | thought I'd just been sleeping in my room at home. Then 
suddenly the room filled with light and Mary was standing beside me. | didn’t 
remember what I’d done until, well, you Know, when we were talking about 
ourselves in there. | was so amazed when Mary told me I'd died. At first | thought 
she was an angel.’ 

‘Perhaps these receivers are. They seem to radiate a glow and their 
clothes are largely white, though they're not flowing robes like you saw in 
paintings on earth. Their dresses, suits and casuals are fabulous. They could 
have walked straight out of a top fashion show, don’t you agree?’ 

‘Mm, | see what you mean. I’m afraid | was too overcome with the problem 
of my life continuing to notice much about what was going on around me. | know 
| walked a short distance with Mary, then we were in that building and the rest of 
you arrived.’ 

‘From the bit you said in there about yourself you must have had a hard 
time.’ 

‘Yes.....| felt | couldn't escape. Work and home became absolutely awful 
and life was either one or the other. My husband wouldn't arrange a holiday after 
we got married. Said | had to earn one....and | wasn’t going to do that in the way 
he meant. | tried to organise one on my own but | don't drive. Then | found he’d 
emptied my bank account because we banked online and he knew my password 
and details. He set it up for me, you see. Somehow he transferred my balance to 
his account.’ 

‘Oh, some men are bastards.’ 

Jennifer ventured a half smile. ‘Mine was!’ 

Angela surprised herself by putting a tentative arm around Jennifer's 
waist. 

‘You’re the first person to show me any friendship for ages, apart from 
Mary, that is.’ She paused. ‘Thank you.’ 

‘What about other family? Are your parents.....| mean, will they be here?’ 

‘Yes, but we weren’t at all close, so | can’t imagine they are keen to see 
me again — not like that man Roger explained about meeting his.’ 

‘That’s something we have in common, then. Mine sent me off to boarding 
school when | was six and often farmed me out to their friends in school holidays. 
They were abroad frequently. At least my upbringing taught me to be self reliant.’ 

‘| wish I'd been like that. | was shy as a child but my parents wanted me to 
be outgoing. They paid for dancing lessons and piano lessons, then pushed me 
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into competitions, which | hated. | was always a disaster and that made me want 
to hide away even more. I’ve got an older brother who is far more successful, so 
he got much more attention and support. He went to university and read 
medicine, then specialised in orthopaedics. | sort of drifted into teaching, though | 
nearly failed practical teaching at college.’ 

‘Well, now we’re both at square one in this new experience, like they said 
back there. I'll admit I’m just as baffled as you. Shall we just wander on and see 
what turns up?’ 

‘Yes. You can lead the way.’ 

Angela dismissed the thought that Jennifer needed to try standing on her 
own feet right from the start, so began to walk again but took care not to get 
ahead of her companion. Very soon they, too, approached Welcome Square and 
looked in amazement at the crowds moving steadily in various directions. As they 
watched they saw many groups and pairs among which receivers stood out, 
instantly recognisable by their physique, clothes and beauty. Looking more 
sharply Angela saw that some groups were clustered around patent leaders but 
these were dressed more conventionally than receivers, neither did they have 
their aura. Nevertheless their outfits were highly fashionable, reminding her of 
Italians she’d watched amongst tourists in a Milanese arcade near the duomo. 

But it was a receiver who caught her appraising eye and called. 

‘Hello, | think this is your first visit to the Square? Come and join us and 
introduce yourselves.’ 

The speaker was a tall, elegant man with finely crafted bronze features 
who could have walked straight out of the arcade in Angela’s memory, excepting 
that his suit was white. He was with an older woman dressed, as Angela was 
acutely aware, in an elegantly smart black suit with a large gold brooch adorning 
her left breast, matched by large gold earrings that almost reached her 
shoulders. Her black hair was drawn back and woven behind, showing the 
graceful curve of a neck set on a straight back that belied the age lines of her 
throat. Her face was immediately recognisable as Italian, but her figure had been 
kept in careful trim to offset advancing years. 

Angela and Jennifer exchanged glances that harmonised their thoughts. 
Alongside these two their clothes were tawdry, despite their apparent newness. 
Jennifer's suit looked and was old fashioned; Angela’s jeans and Barbour 
seemed as out of place as they would have been when she interviewed a new 
client. 

‘Don’t be shy, ladies,’ called the receiver. ‘| have an idea we can be of use 
to you both. My name is Nathan and this lady is Isabella.’ 

Angela and Jennifer stepped slowly towards the pair, unsure but not 
unwilling. 

‘May we know your names?’ he continued. 

Angela nodded at Jennifer and was pleased to see she accepted the hint. 

‘Hello...er I’m Jennifer and my friend is Angela. Er, I’m sure we’re pleased 
to meet you, aren’t we, Angela?’ 

‘Indeed, yes,’ said Angela with undue enthusiasm. “You see, we are very 
recent arrivals and, as you said, we're at the beginning of our first experience 
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here on our own.’ Then, realising the possibility, ‘Could you detect that in us, 
amongst all these people?’ 

‘Frankly, yes. This place is one of many where people interact for all kind 
of reasons. If, like Isabella and me, you want to help others this is the place to 
find people who need you. Such people stand out as much as no doubt you think 
we receivers do.’ 

Isabella's eyes took in the newcomers’ concerns. ‘I can see the first thing 
that’s bothering you, just as it did when | first arrived. Your clothes! Usually 
people become conscious here dressed in the equivalent of what they were 
actually wearing when they changed state, or their favourites. But | expect you 
would like to change....am | correct?’ 

To Angela the voice carried a hint of the aristocrat. She could well imagine 
Isabella enjoying the elegance of Italian design. 

‘That's true for me,’ she replied. ‘How about you, Jennifer?’ 

‘Well, recently | haven’t bothered much about what | wear. But here, well, 
looking around | can see there’s a great variety of clothes.....so, yes, | would. But 
how do we do that? Are there shops? We’ve been told we'll find many things the 
same here as on earth, though we’ve already learned our bodies are different.’ 

‘Ah, ladies,’ enthused Nathan, ‘I’m sure you'll enjoy the experience of 
choosing different clothes, just as Isabella did. You notice | said ‘different’, not 
new. Clothes don’t become old here in the way they did on earth. How they look 
depends on the wearer.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ asked Jennifer. 

‘As with so many things, your surroundings, the taste of food, your 
appearance, your enjoyment — or otherwise — clothes reflect your character. 
Whilst you are unravelling that, which I’m sure you've already been told about, 
these things can and do change.’ 

‘That's true,’ agreed Isabella. ‘| have to admit my suit doesn’t always look 
like this. You see, I’m still classed as a newcomer although I’ve been here some 
time....by which | mean I’ve had quite a few experiences which | suppose were 
salutary. | confess | didn’t suffer fools gladly on earth, so here, when someone 
rattles me, | feel my clothes look positively disastrous.’ 

‘Are you, er, | mean, were you Italian on earth?’ asked Angela, shifting the 
point of conversation. 

‘Yes, though our earthly background means nothing here, as I’ve also had 
to learn.’ 

‘Your English is excellent, | must say,’ said Angela admiringly, moving it 
again. 

Isabella laughed. ‘Il never learned much English. | assure you | feel I’m 
speaking my native tongue.’ 

‘And you won't believe yet how it is you can understand her,’ put in 
Nathan. ‘Just accept that when it's necessary you can understand anyone here. 
Now, | realise what Isabella can do for you.’ He faced his companion. ‘You have 
yet another opportunity for service, my dear.’ 

Isabella smiled. ‘It seems this is going to be an excursion of mutual 
assistance. Please follow me, ladies; we’ll do some shopping.’ 
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She set off through the crowd with Nathan ushering Angela and Jennifer 
ahead of him. But afterwards neither could remember the route they took. 
Suddenly they were in a shopping mall, where Isabella stopped and waited for 
the other three. Where the foursome stood looked very similar to Angela’s 
Milanese reminiscence. They were at the centre point of an arcade where two 
sections intersected, flanked by fashion dress shops, but little else. Angela’s 
eyes widened. If they were seeking different clothes they were going to be utterly 
spoilt for choice. 

But the practical point came from Jennifer. 

‘Nathan, I’m sure you've been asked this before, but what do we do for 
money here?’ 

‘| have, by every newcomer from earth since it’s so much part of life there. 
Here there is none. You can have whatever you want.’ 

‘What?’ Jennifer couldn't muffle her astounded reply and was slightly 
embarrassed when a couple of passers-by looked in her direction. Nevertheless 
she looked hard at Nathan, as did Angela. 

‘Understand this very basic point of the second phase of life,’ he said, 
launching a regular spiel. ‘To ensure that all newcomers cope as well as possible 
with their continuing life everything is arranged so that experiences are familiar. 
That assists unravelling one’s basic nature. On earth possession is crucially 
important to many people, especially those who live in the so-called developed 
economies. Possession also applies to money — the more you have the better 
your life is many people’s philosophy. So often that means life is better the more 
you spend on yourself or your family - which easily becomes an extension of 
yourself. But what if you had virtually limitless money? What if you had a 
business that brought in huge sums of money every day, year after year? Would 
you stop spending on yourself and try to find ways of spending it to help other 
people, especially those in need one way or another? Well, here you get that 
challenge because whatever you want becomes available - clothes, food, homes, 
activities, leisure pursuits — you name it, you can have it. But the crunch question 
is what you do with yourself in the circumstances. Remember your behaviour will 
be in accord with the character you developed; you won’t change that.’ 

The business woman in Angela wrestled with the implications. ‘How is 
everything produced and supported? To maintain a limitless supply of everything 
people want surely requires vast production?’ 

‘No, it doesn’t, though you'll probably not appreciate the reason for that 
yet. What are material items on earth don’t have to be manufactured here.’ 

Isabella intervened. ‘I’ve puzzled over that, but you can be sure you'll 
accept what happens very soon. Let’s forget the how question and look at what is 
available here. Which shop interests you most, Angela?’ 

She looked around, shaking her head gently in wonderment at how normal 
seemed the experience of window shopping. Wherever she looked stylish 
displays were everywhere. In one she spotted an attractive navy blue suit she 
could imagine on a model in a quality magazine. Blessed with a good figure 
thanks to her life style she had been able to wear such creations, though her 
ability to buy them had been tempered by the state of her finances. 
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‘That one looks a possibility,’ she indicated. 

‘Excellent,’ agreed Isabella.’ Let’s go there.’ She strode towards the shop, 
closely followed by Angela. Jennifer looked briefly at Nathan who gently 
extended a crooked arm. Momentarily nonplussed, she reacted to his warm smile 
and realised. Hesitantly she put her hand in the crook of his elbow. 

‘You may find something you like in there as well,’ he said encouragingly. 

Jennifer, who couldn't remember the last time she had shopped entirely 
for her own pleasure, was surprised at the flow of energy which permeated her 
body from the contact. Then she remembered her receiver, Mary, having the 
same effect. She looked at Nathan’s handsome face and smiled. 

‘Good,’ he said, patting her hand. ‘That’s just fine. Let’s follow the others.’ 


It was to be expected, thought Angela, they would be greeted by a shop 
assistant dressed as elegantly as any window mannequin. A lady approached 
who obviously knew Isabella. In every respect the shop was exactly like any on 
earth, counters, display racks, individual displays — and thoroughly well stocked, 
she thought, looking about her appraisingly. Then she realised there was a 
difference. She could see no signs, advertising pictures or photographs. Just 
clothes. No notices, not even Exit. 

The assistant, whose beautifully set grey hair complemented a healthy 
complexion without a trace of cosmetic, welcomed Isabella. 

‘How lovely to see you again. | see you have brought a friend — ah, two, 
and Nathan as well. What can | do for you all?’ 

Isabella indicated Angela. “You know this situation so very well, my dear. 
Nathan and | have just met Angela here and her friend Jennifer, and they are 
very recent arrivals. So they’re starting to learn about everything — and it seems 
their first need is a change of wardrobe. You'll remember doing the same for me, 
so | was delighted Angela chose your shop when she looked around outside.’ 

‘’'m sure both you ladies will find something to suit you. What you need to 
do is to look through as many suits, dresses and casuals as you like. There are 
many styles, as you can see. | should point out there’s no such thing as a 
season’s fashion here. Because everyone lives in small groups, you'll find there 
isn’t the need to conform to styles created and changed regularly as on earth, 
which of course was done entirely to stimulate production and sales. Here you do 
your own thing and dress accordingly.’ 

Again Jennifer raised a practical point. ‘| don’t see any labels or notices 
about sizes. How do we know what are likely fits?’ 

Nathan smiled. ‘That again is one of life’s little mysteries here, at least at 
first. Whatever you select will fit, | assure you.’ 

‘It's part of the fun of shopping here,’ explained Isabella. ‘Angela, go for 
something you like and you'll see. You’re casually dressed at present, but | 
sense you like suits. Am | right?’ 

‘Yes, | do, though I’m happy with both. However there’s a suit | saw in the 
window that took my eye.’ 
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‘Ah, yes,’ agreed the assistant, ‘it has a beautiful cut. You'll find it on the 
rack to your right, with variations in colour and material. Just select one for now 
and bring it over here.’ 

Angela did as suggested and selected a dark blue. She held it up at arms 
length. Its hanger was identical to many she had at home on earth, but there was 
no size tag. She walked back to Isabella who wore an enigmatic smile. 

‘This always fascinates newcomers. Look at yourself in this full length 
mirror. That’s right. Now, hold the suit against your body as though you are trying 
to gauge the size.’ 

Again Angela concurred. Both she and Jennifer gave involuntary gasps. 
Angela suddenly was wearing the suit, which fitted impeccably. Of her jeans and 
Barbour there was no sign. 

‘Wow! That was a shock. | suppose there’s no point in asking how that 
happened?’ she said to no one in particular. 

‘No,’ replied Isabella, ‘ but it makes shopping here quite delightful!. Now, 
let's imagine you want to try something else. You can simply repeat the exercise; 
the next suit or dress will take the place of the one you have on. Go on, choose 
another.’ 

Angela walked to the same rack and selected a black of identical design. 
Without moving back to the mirror she held it against herself and immediately 
she was wearing it. Then she walked back to the mirror and assessed her 
appearance, turning left and right, unbuttoning the jacket, then rebuttoning, then 
smoothing the lapels. 

‘But what’s become of the first dress, and Angela’s own clothes?’ asked 
Jennifer. 

‘No problem,’ explained Nathan. ‘The first dress became the second when 
Angela wanted to wear it. As | told you, material items act differently here. Such 
things are linked to your thoughts much more than was possible on earth. As to 
your own clothes, the ones you were wearing when we came in, those reappear 
if you decide you prefer them after all. All you need to do is decide positively 
that’s what you want.’ 

But Jennifer's practical mind wanted to pursue details. ‘Does that mean 
we never undress here, only change clothes?’ 

‘Not at all. You saw Angela unbuttoning that jacket. She could take it off, 
normally as you would say. Indeed she could undress completely if she wanted 
to, as could any of us. However, for now just accept that changing clothes is very 
easy, and as | explained, you can have whatever you want. As Isabella knows, 
you can come here as often as you like and select different clothes. If you want 
to keep a favourite outfit wherever you live you can do that as well. Indeed, what 
becomes your favourite demonstrates an aspect of your personality, which is no 
strange idea to you, I’m sure.’ 

‘Hm, where we live...alright, | won’t ask about that at present. No doubt 
that’s another experience we're due for,’ said Jennifer. 

‘Certainly. | hadn’t appreciated you don’t know about that yet. Your own 
receivers will explain when you return to them.’ 
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‘For now,’ urged Isabella, ‘enjoy choosing clothes.’ Eying the plain suit and 
shoes, she prompted, ‘What takes your fancy, Jennifer?’ 

‘I’m not sure. | used to go for anything that fitted so long as it was 
something suitable for school. | was a teacher, you see.’ 

The assistant came to her rescue. ‘| can imagine you in some thing casual 
but smart. What about these light blue trousers with a lemon top?’ She swiftly 
selected the items and offered them to Jennifer, who took them nervously. 

‘Well, they look very nice, but I’m not sure.....’ 

‘Just try them, my dear,’ Isabella encouraged. ‘Let me help.’ 

She held the top against Jennifers shoulders and immediately the 
transformation occurred, her jacket disappeared but her tweed skirt remained. 
Then Isabella held the trousers to her waist and immediately Jennifer was in 
them, perfectly fitted. Isabella gently propelled her towards the mirror. 

‘| feel that suits you much better, don’t you agree?’ 

Jennifer examined her reflection tentatively, then with increasing 
enthusiasm. She could feel the agreement of the others, including Nathan. 

‘Shoes,’ said Isabella. ‘She turned to the assistant. ‘Renata, I’m sure you 
can find a suitable pair.’ 

But Renata was already primed, holding a pair with which she touched 
Jennifer's feet, Instantly her brown brogues disappeared and she stared 
unbelievingly at her feet now shod in a pair of elegant blacks with heels higher 
than she had ever worn before. She moved a couple of steps hesitatingly, then 
with surprising ease. 

‘My word, these are comfortable!’ she enthused. 

Isabella smiled with satisfaction. 

‘I’m delighted we’ve been able to help you both.’ 

Nathan looked pleased. His charge was moving in the right direction. 

She also helped Angela achieve a suitable change of footware. Meanwhile 
Jennifer was evincing more enthusiasm than she had shown since her arrival. 
She walked around the displays looking intently at the many outfits on display 
and on the racks. 

‘There are so many. Now you’ve shown us how easy it is to change from 
one to another, can | select a few | like and take them with me? | assume there'll 
be a wardrobe amongst the furniture in whatever house I'll be living. What’s 
available here is so amazing | believe | could enjoy starting a collection.’ 

Nathan’s blunt reply stung her. ‘No, you can’t do that.’ 

‘Why ever not?’ she retorted. 

‘I’m sure it has been explained to you that living here, even in this 
temporary second phase of life, is all about finding out whether you can spend 
eternity doing things for other people, not yourself. Developing a collection of 
clothes would be essentially for yourself. Furthermore such clothes would be 
useless when you were not wearing them and that can’t happen here so they 
would disappear.’ 

‘| don’t understand that,’ put in Angela. ‘On one hand you say we can have 
as many clothes as we like here, in this shop, but on the other we can’t take 
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away more than one outfit, which may or may not be the one we came in. Seems 
odd to me.’ 

Isabella stepped in. ‘That was exactly my impression when Nathan first 
brought me here. At first, because | adored shopping on earth — and my dear you 
should see the clothes shops in Italian towns — | came here and changed many 
times. But as we all do | live with a group of people and occupy myself with 
others | meet, like yourselves. | began to realise that | liked to dress so that 
people would find me easy to approach. I’m sure you felt that on earth; you could 
be put off someone because they were overdressed or dishevelled, either of 
which made a statement. Of course, you could spot when someone simply 
couldn’t afford clothes, such as in some groups in the third world. But generally 
it's true that a person’s clothes, and whether they dress appropriately for 
particular circumstances, tell you much about their character. | like to think I'ma 
friendly person, so whenever | return here | do so to select something 
appropriate for whatever I’m doing for the group. Of course | enjoy making the 
selection! That’s what | find so fascinating, you enjoy yourself and others 
simultaneously.’ 

‘Well said!’ beamed Nathan. ‘Couldn't have put it better myself.’ 

Angela’s frown eased but Jennifer's increased as she walked towards the 
mirror to reassure herself with another glance at her new reflection. She was 
disconcerted to see the slacks sagging at the knees, as though she had worn 
them far too long. Neither did the colour seem so entrancing. 

‘What’s happened?’ she cried. ‘These look awful — they weren't like this 
just now!’ 

Angela looked up surprised. To her Jennifer's clothes looked exactly as 
they did before. 

Nathan came to her rescue. ‘It’s another fact of life here. Our outward 
appearance can easily reflect our inner state of mind. If your thoughts are in 
conflict with what you are doing, or you don’t like what you’re hearing, you may 
feel your appearance is changing. If that state of affairs continues others will 
notice the difference. However, at first such events don’t last. My advice is to try 
thinking about the others around you, Angela here, for example. You haven't 
complimented her on her change of clothes. Don’t you think she looks attractive?’ 

Jennifer had the grace to look embarrassed. ‘Of course,’ she agreed. ‘I’m 
afraid | stopped giving people compliments because so often | got a reply asking 
me what | was after!’ 

‘Ah, | understand,’ sympathised Isabella, ‘but here, believe me, a true 
compliment means so much.’ 

‘T'll try to remember that,’ said Jennifer. She glanced at her reflection again 
and gasped slightly. Her new clothes were perfect again. Angela didn’t notice 
Nathan and Isabella smiling gently at one another. 

‘What about our own clothes, or rather should | say the ones we were 
wearing?’ 

‘That's no problem,’ explained Renata, ‘if you’re sure you don’t want them 
again they won't reappear. We don't have disposal problems!’ 
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Angela and Jennifer shook their heads together. ‘I suppose we'll get used 
to all these new events somehow,’ said Angela with a wry grin. 

‘Ladies,’ said Nathan, ‘I think we should leave you now to browse further. 
As you see there are many shops here, so I’m sure you will find much to interest 
you. If you go into any of them you'll meet people very willing to assist you. As 
you experience more I’ve no doubt your own receivers will give you much more 
information about why things here are as they are.’ 

‘Wait, please,’ Angela replied with some concern. ‘We met you so soon 
after walking into the town and you then you brought us here. I’m not sure | know 
the way back.’ 

‘I’m sure | don’t,’ agreed Jennifer, though we were told we wouldn’t need a 
map; but I’m sure I'd be lost outside this mall.’ 

‘No, you would not, Nathan assured them. ‘You probably haven't 
experienced this yet, but when you want to be somewhere you only have to 
visualise it and you'll be there. To be more accurate, usually it’s a matter of 
thinking about the people you want to be with. When you do so you'll find you 
come into their presence. In due course you'll find out more about why this is so, 
but | assure you it works!’ 

‘Well, | hear what you say,’ said Angela doubtfully, ‘but...’ 

‘,...but you can’t believe it....yet,’ rejoined Isabella, laughing. ‘Neither did | 
at first, nor do most people when they arrive. But you will, | assure you. Though | 
get the impression, Angela, that you enjoy walking. Of course you can walk to 
your heart’s content, but you don’t have to retrace your steps to return home. 
You can be there immediately.’ 

‘Right, I’m sure we can trust you. We'll do as you suggest. So, if you are 
leaving us, may | thank you for both of us for being so helpful.’ 

‘Absolutely,’ agreed Jennifer. ‘| do hope we'll meet again.’ 

Isabella smiled. ‘Just think about us and you probably will.’ 

With Nathan beside her she walked smartly away towards the entrance 
where they mingled with others moving in and out of the mall. Angela turned to 
Jennifer, finding her attention drawn to shops outside further down the long broad 
passage. 

‘Shall we do as bidden, browse some more?’ 

‘Yes, indeed. I’m enjoying myself more than I’ve done for ages. Come on.’ 

They thanked Renata who invited them to return whenever they had need. 
Angela followed Jennifer willingly, though inwardly puzzled. How could the self- 
confessed suicide now be so carefree? Surely such an action was a bad thing? 
Laws on earth, various beliefs, especially Christianity, frowned upon it. Moreover 
Jennifer had admitted she had been completely fed up with her home, her 
husband and her work and so had tried to get away from it all. Wasn't that the 
ultimate selfish act? If so, wasn’t that going to pose a problem for her sooner or 
later? 

But from a window some distance away her companion blithely called to 
her. ‘Come and look at these outfits, Angela, they’re fabulous!’ 

Angela brushed aside her hesitancy and joined her excited companion. 
Both agreed the displayed styles were excellent and then compared the new 
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clothes they were wearing with those in the window. Did they want to go in and 
repeat their erstwhile experience, Jennifer pondered, then decided she wanted to 
walk further and see what else was available. Angela, nothing loath, was content 
to follow. 

They also turned their attention to the many other people doing much the 
same. As on earth plenty were just window gazing. Obviously many were used to 
doing so and were just enjoying looking. Some, like themselves, were very new 
to the experience and were completely astonished at the facility for wearing 
different clothes as they had been. They also tried further changes themselves, 
finding nothing but enthusiastic assistance as Nathan predicted, but finally 
decided that their first choices suited them best. After coming to that conclusion, 
they looked at one another. 

‘Have we finished, for now at least?’ asked Angela. 

‘| think so. In fact I’m beginning to feel hungry; how about you?’ 

‘Agreed. | know they told us we don't need food here, but I’m sure we'll 
have the same feelings as we did on earth. So much seems the same. That drink 
we had at the meeting was quite superb, wasn’t it? Shall we try getting back 
there and ask our people about food - that is, if they’re still around?’ 

Her eyes met Jennifer's and their thoughts coalesced. Immediately they 
were in the seminar room, wide eyed with amazement at the transformation. 
Mary and Matthew, alone in the room, welcomed them. 

‘Great to see you again,’ enthused Matthew warmly with his deep 
confident tone. ‘Are you feeling peckish? If so, I’m sure you'll enjoy what’s on the 
table. Help yourselves, then come and tell us what you did and what you found 
on your first expedition.’ 

They looked at the variety of food, so reminiscent of parties on earth, and 
felt inwardly the enjoyable anticipation of youthful appetites. 

‘One of you receivers said earlier that we don’t need food here, but | feel 
as hungry as | often did after a long country walk,’ said Angela. ’Surely I'll get that 
feeling regularly here? | can’t imagine life without it.’ 

‘Certainly. I’m sure you'll enjoy food frequently. But here the enjoyment 
comes from eating with other people, especially friends. You couldn’t have 
enjoyed a party on your own on earth, could you? Here it’s the shared 
experience that makes you feel you want to eat.’ 

Jennifer's face lit up. ‘That’s why we both felt hungry back in the mall. 
We'd been enjoying a shopping experience together, hadn't we, Angela?’ 

‘Your new clothes told us that,’ laughed Mary. ‘You look much happier 
now, Jennifer. I’m very pleased.’ 

‘I’m beginning to feel a great weight has been lifted from me,’ she replied. 

‘And Angela, | can now see you as the successful head-hunter you were 
in your recruitment business. Most elegant. Well chosen,’ said Matthew. 

Angela couldn’t remember how much she had told him about her business 
venture. She shrugged her shoulders slightly, then thanked him for the 
compliment. 

‘Now for some of this excellent food,’ she said, moving to the table, taking 
a plate, which she noticed was lovely porcelain, and offered it to Jennifer. 
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When they began to eat their eyes widened further. The tastes were 
unbelievable. Matthew and Mary locked eyes and smiled. 

‘Where are the others? Will they come back as we have done?’ 

‘Oh yes,’ said Mary. ‘I’m sure they will. There is still a great deal more 
explaining to do for you all.’ 

‘Aren't you going to eat something with us?’ enquired Jennifer. 

‘Thank you, my dear,’ said Mary. ‘As you’ve asked us, we will.’ Both she 
and Matthew stood and moved to the table. 

Angela realised her omission. ‘I’m sorry, | should have thought about you 
as well as us. | assumed you had prepared the food and so, well, are our hosts.’ 

‘Yes, we arranged for the food to be here, though as you found with your 
shopping, it doesn’t have to be bought or collected as on earth. Certainly no 
animals have to die, it doesn’t have to be grown, or prepared or cooked, though 
you can do that if you want to for guests. But what you see, what you are eating 
at the moment with such pleasure seems very familiar, doesn’t it? There are 
fruits, the sandwiches are made of bread, there are various fillings, there are all 
kinds of pastries....l’m sure you think there’s fish and meat. But the fact is that if 
you want to have food for a social occasion what you imagine will appear. Of 
course if we were from different earthly societies the food we would want would 
be different from this.’ 

Bemusedly Angela shook her head. ‘There’s so much to get used to, isn’t 
there? No doubt I'll get my head around it in due course.’ 

Matthew laughed. ‘Remember what | told you when we first met — you'll 
never entirely get your head around new experiences here. Quite literally they go 
on for ever. But | know what you mean. Don’t worry, you'll cope, as everyone 
does, at your own speed.’ 

Having filled their plates and taken a brimming glass, from which not a 
drop could be spilled, the four returned to the comfortable armchairs. 

‘Now tell us about your shopping,’ invited Mary. 

Both did so with alacrity and enthusiasm. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Carlton strode away from the building leaving Malcolm trailing. The latter, 
having arrived in the second phase after a prolonged illness on earth, though no 
vestige of that could affect him now, was not yet used to his new ability to walk 
and move as he could when much younger. Because the great majority of 
newcomers make the change in similar circumstances this is quite normal. 
Carlton, however, changed in late mid-life and so, like others in the group, found 
immediate facility with his new body. 

‘Oi, mate!’ Malcolm shouted after the diminishing figure. ‘| can’t keep up 
that rate o’ knots.’ 

‘OK,’ Carlton drawled over his shoulder, ‘I'll take it more slowly.’ This he 
did and soon the two were walking together. 

‘Where d’ye reckon we're headed? Have you seen anything of this place 
before? | only walked a very short distance from the room | was in with that 
sheila, y’know, Rachel.’ He swivelled around, still walking, and pointed. 
‘Somewhere over there it was.’ 

Carlton continued to walk onwards without looking where Malcolm 
indicated. 

‘OK, suit yourself.’ 

‘I’m sure glad to be away from that building and from the rest of that 
group. Most of all I’m glad to be away from the guy who met me, Adam. He’s a 
complete know-all. Since you ask, no, | don’t know where we're going, except 
that obviously there are plenty of buildings way ahead, so we may see some 
action there.’ 

‘That's fine by me. Just let me get used to using me legs again.’ 

They lapsed into silence and walked onwards along a completely deserted 
road. On either side meadows stretched away to distant hills, but anead the town 
approached and soon they were walking between smart looking office blocks on 
one side and well-appointed houses with stylish gardens on the other. But of 
other people there was no sign. 

‘Doesn't look much action here.’ 

‘Agreed.’ 

‘Hold on, then. There’s a seat over there. I’m gonna put me arse on it fora 
while. | need to get me strength back.’ Malcolm walked to it and sat down, 
stretching his legs out and leaning back comfortably. ‘Now that’s better. Come 
and join me. Can't be any point in hurrying, as far as | reckon.’ 

Carlton had stopped walking. He looked at his companion, first with 
irritation but which soon changed to resignation. ‘You’re right, | suppose.’ He 
walked across the road and also seated himself. ‘I’m very used to acting with 
determination in everything | do. I’ve no time for indecision. Life’s too short, | 
used to say. Ha! That’s woefully ironic now. ‘ 

‘Lused to be the same. Had to, to keep the dollars rolling in.’ 

A vestigial smile edged Carlton’s lips. ‘Real dollars?’ 

‘Yep, real Ozzie dollars. None o’ your American ones!’ 
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‘Well, you can think that. It’s the American dollar everyone wants in the 
world.’ 

‘| wonder what rules here?’ 

‘Like | said back there, everything about this new consciousness is 
chaotic. Somehow we should have known about it so we could be prepared. 
Look at all the religions of the world - which of them explained this logically and 
clearly? None that I’d ever heard of. Ideas about the next life were vague and 
insubstantial in all of them. To be raised up at the last trump, what ever that was 
going to be, or becoming ancestors inhabiting objects of veneration, or being 
reincarnated for whatever reason, even the ridiculous notion of playing a harp 
sitting on a cloud. Obviously, now, we can see everything is totally substantial. 
No doubt those receivers will get around to explaining in greater detail the 
mechanism behind it all. But so far it’s been thoroughly truncated and now we're 
turned loose like a group of kids to find out things for ourselves. When are we 
going to see some organisation?’ 

‘Yep, | reckon you’re right on the nose. Still, I'm happy to take it slowly. I’m 
just happy to feel well again.’ 

‘I've never felt ill. | was working hard, as usual, totally dedicated to a case 
that | knew we’d win, worth at least three million dollars. Then | pitched into a 
tunnel with a light at the end. When | reached it | was in another office and that 
guy Adam was standing in front of me, telling me I’d died! The idea was so crazy 
| blew up at him. Frankly we just didn’t relate, so after a heck of an argument he 
told me I'd got to follow him to meet some other guys. There didn’t seem 
anything else to do in the circumstances so | did, just to humour him. He took me 
from one building into the next where you and the others were standing around. 
Then, jeez, you saw how organised that was!’ 

‘Don’t look much better here, either, as far as | can see. Not exactly 
crowded is it?’ 

‘Not a soul in sight. There’s a thought — are we souls now?’ 

A grin eased across Malcolm’s face. ‘Reckon we are, though | ain’t feeling 
like what | thought a soul would be. | feel very solid, and you look the same.’ 

‘Sure - and this soul wants some action.’ 

He pounded his hands on the seat, stood up and swung a frustrated gaze 
up and down the road, across to the houses and the buildings behind him. 
Though everything seemed as normal as any suburb merging into a town on 
earth, it was devoid of human movement. 

‘Aw, C'mon, we can’t sit around any longer. I’m going on.’ 

Malcolm swept a doubting hand across his jaw. ‘OK, I’m with you. Don’t 
reckon its much good staying here.’ He walked smartly after his companion’s 
retreating figure. 

After some distance they paused again, Malcolm pleased at his growing 
ability to walk freely, Carlton increasingly furious. 

‘Hell, there must be some other people around!’ he expostulated, 
punching the air with a closed fist. 

‘If this were hell there might not be.’ 
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The two wanderers spun round searching for the source of the deep and 
penetrating voice addressing them. Finally they located a face above at an open 
window in a featureless block. 

‘Hi,’ called Malcolm. ‘Are you the only guy around here?’ 

‘Ah, you're very recent arrivals, | see. You need to understand that to see 
other people you must want to find them. If you do you'll soon come into contact 
with them.’ 

‘I'd just like to meet someone who can explain the setup here. So far what 
I’ve seen is totally disorganised,’ said Carlton. 

‘Oh, believe me, supreme organisation is at work here, permanently. 
Nothing is temporary like everything on the physical plane. But you may 
experience a long wait before you appreciate it.’ 

The speaker leaned out of the window, revealing shoulders clad in a white 
jacket. 

‘| get it, you’re another of those receiver guys, aren’t you?’ Carlton called 
waspishly. 

‘True. Anyone coming from earth meets us first. But if we’re not wanted 
we disappear.’ 

Before Carlton could suggest the caller did exactly that, Malcolm 
responded more practically. 

‘Like you said, we'll find people if we want them. OK, | want someone who 
can tell me what to do next. Our guys, the ones like you, told us to get about and 
experience this place. So far we’ve just walked, which has been great for me 
because | hadn’t walked much for ages back on earth. Now I'd like to find out 
more about what’s to do here. | guess that goes for you as well, Carlton?’ 

‘Sure does.’ 

‘Good, I'll join you, said the receiver, who closed the window. 
Instantaneously he stood beside them. 

‘That was bloody quick, mate!’ Malcolm’s eyebrows arched. 

The receiver grinned. ‘You'll get used to rapid travel here, if you need it. 
My name’s David.....you are..?’ 

The two newcomers gave their names, Malcolm with his native Ozzie 
familiarity, Carlton with the feeling that he would go along with the situation 
because he couldn’t dominate it as was his nature. Nevertheless he had to 
forage. 

‘You’re the only person we’ve seen since starting out way back there. 
Was it chance that you opened that window, or did you hear us talking?’ 

‘Chance doesn’t operate in the second phase of life. You walked past 
voicing a need. | heard you. One of my functions is to respond to any newcomer 
in that situation, so | did.’ 

‘| sure would like to get some explanation....’ 

‘....about how everything is organised and what you can do here. You've 
both made that clear. The first will take a long time and will be explained 
gradually for as long as you want to listen. Your own receivers will start that 
process and you'll learn more as you progress. You notice | can’t avoid using 
phrases about time; that’s because the notion of time is woven into everyone’s 
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consciousness from their earthly lives — but in fact it doesn’t exist here because 
life is permanent. However, you will progress through many experiences just as 
you did in your earthly lives, so much will feel familiar, including the apparent 
passage of time.’ 

‘| don’t get that....yet,’ put in Malcolm. 

‘| can understand the philosophical notion that there’s no sense in trying to 
measure what doesn’t exist,’ said Carlton, letting his intelligence override his 
irritation. ‘But life must seem weird without the order and discipline imposed by 
the clock.’ 

‘The clock is replaced by a succession of states,’ David replied. 

‘That's limiting, surely?’ 

‘No, new ones can appear ad infinitum.‘ 

‘Hey guys, you’re losing me,’ Malcolm interjected. ‘| was just a lonely 
businessman trying to make a few dollars, not an egghead. David, you said you’d 
tell us what we can do here. I’d like to Know what goes for business here. Where 
can we find that out?’ 

‘No problem. I'll show you. Come into my office.’ 

He turned and indicated a door in the building behind him, under the 
window from where he had called to them. They nodded acceptance and he led 
them through it. They entered a pleasant, minimally furnished office with light 
coloured desks, chairs, filing cabinets and computers, so reminiscent of 
thousands on earth. David made for a chair behind the main desk and indicated 
two chairs in front of it. 

‘Please, have a_ seat. Looks very familiar, doesn’t it? That's 
understandable — anything else would worry many newcomers. Everyone finds 
things and situations with which they are comfortable. If you had been members 
of a tribe living in a rain forest you’d be flummoxed in a place like this, eh? So, 
what did you do with your lives on earth? Malcolm, tell me about it.’ 

‘Right. | ran a small film company, usually making adverts for television.’ 

‘Go on.’ 

‘That's it.’ 

‘No it isn’t.’ 

‘Look, | know what | did. Took me years of sweat and toil to make it pay. 
But when it did | was able to enjoy the rewards. Bought a nice pad overlooking 
the harbour in Sydney. Well, nearly overlooking it. | didn’t make enough to get 
one with uninterrupted views. Those were the gems, but they cost many millions 
of dollars. Anyway, without a family | didn’t need a huge place, just one where | 
could tuck up a nice sheila occasionally, if you known what | mean.’ 

He winked at Carlton. David laughed. 

‘Of course | know what you mean, and of course | know why you're not 
telling the whole truth about your company, because you're thinking about not 
telling me! I’m sure your own receiver made you aware that here it’s possible for 
some people to share your thoughts. In heaven that facility makes life 
wonderfully attractive because you live with truly like-minded people. So, why not 
be open about what made your company so very profitable. It wasn’t just adverts, 
was it?’ 
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‘OK, it was pornography.’ 

Carlton swept an appraising look over his companion and pondered. That 
would bring in the dollars. Maybe that’s why it was suggested we joined up. 
Could be some cunning folk around here. 

Malcolm became defensive. ‘Don’t get me wrong, we didn’t go in for any 
extreme stuff. Just what we knew would sell to a whole lot of people. At first it 
was home movie stuff. Later, of course, we did it for computers. We ran a 
number of websites each with a particular brand of videos for downloading.’ 

David raised his eyebrows in mock despair, then turned to Carlton. ‘What 
did you do?’ 

Carlton responded with a shortened version of the sales pitch for his law 
firm he had delivered at the seminar. ‘So you can see why | want to know all 
about the social setup here in order to assess how | can use it to advantage. The 
first is how we can set up some form of business to make money. We are, as you 
recognised just now, very recent arrivals. We have been given very few hard 
facts as yet. | haven’t the slightest idea where | shall be living, for example. Since 
| can see some pleasant houses over there | presume | shall be able to purchase 
one in time. As we've been told, and as you said, life goes on here in much the 
same way as on earth, so I’m keen to get started making money — and from what 
I’ve just heard, I’m sure that goes for Malcolm too.’ 

‘You are in for a shock, then, my friends. As the other members of your 
group will discover there is no money here. Neither are there factories to produce 
goods. Materials behave differently compared to the physical plane you left 
recently. You will have the opportunity to learn more about that from your base, 
where you'll return after I’ve helped you answer your immediate question about 
what you can do to occupy yourselves.’ 

Carlton and Malcolm were poleaxed by this information, for which they 
were utterly unprepared. Their very different working lives had been united by 
one need, that of making money. At first, as with everyone on earth, that was a 
necessity. But as their businesses prospered need changed to want, more and 
more money, because that was their measure of success. 

Based as he was in the innermost dimension of heaven, David was easily 
aware of the problem facing the two newcomers. The classic case of the rug 
being pulled from under their feet. But was it indeed the rug woven with their 
whole life strands? Ascertaining that would be a traumatic experience for them. 

Malcolm was the first to find his voice. ‘Well, I'll go along with what you 
say because there don’t seem any way round it, but I'll bet we ain’t the first to say 
it's a crazy notion. Doesn’t everybody just grab whatever they want?’ 

‘Exactly,’ snapped Carlton. ‘| know how human nature works, believe me, 
especially when people are intelligent enough to play the stakes. For example, I'll 
take one of those excellent houses.’ He turned to the window and gesticulated 
with his arm. ‘In fact, that one there, with the curving lawn and the white fretted 
balcony over the front door, that looks quite similar to mine on earth. What’s to 
stop me walking in there and taking over?’ 

‘| could challenge you to try,’ responded David, ‘it would be quite an 
experience for you. However I'll not deliberately put you through it. If you went 
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there intending to steal it, which effectively would be the case since other people 
occupy it at present, you would get so far and then collapse. At first you would 
feel quite paralysed. Other people near you would notice a disgusting smell. The 
reason would be you'd decided to move a step closer to hell. Of course, you 
would soon recover because you are in the second phase and so you would be 
able to continue normally until, that is, you wanted to repeat a highly selfish act. 
Then again you’d face something similar.’ 

‘OK,’ agreed Malcolm, ‘if that’s part of what they told us back there would 
be new experiences here, what about the opposite? When | finished up in a 
hospice after | got cancer and they couldn’t operate any more, | got on quite well 
with a lot of the poor buggers there like me. As | long as | could, | used to get up 
every morning and take a cup of tea to a couple of old sheilas. There wasn’t 
anything in it for me, except | know they liked to have a natter when | sat on their 
beds. But we all knew we weren't going to get better and there was only a one 
way ticket out of the place. We sort of helped one another as best we could. Can 
life be like that here?’ 

‘Of course,’ beamed David. “You've just described the underlying essence 
of any group of people in heaven, except they aren’t buggers, because that 
would be impossible.’ 

‘Ah, well, that’s an Ozzie figure of speech, pal. Did you know that? Come 
to think of it, who were you on earth? Where did you live....even more to the 
point, when did you live?’ 

‘That’s interesting, Malcolm, you’ve thought about me instead of yourself. 
However, that’s a side track at the moment. You can follow it up later. But | 
assure you where you and | came from on earth is of no consequence here. 
Nevertheless,’ he smiled, ‘l do recognise Ozzie vernacular.’ 

‘Yet again matters seem hopelessly disorganised as far as I’m concerned,’ 
Carlton complained. ‘If there’s no money here, therefore no business 
opportunities, how can this possibly be an extension of life on earth? What 
incentive can there possibly be to do anything? Don’t you have laws? If you 
don’t, my specialism is useless, interpreting the law for ordinary folk and helping 
them to put right injustice through litigation.’ 

‘My dear fellow, replied David, ‘as | said before, there is supreme 
organisation here. But you must realise this is the second phase of life where you 
come to terms with the core character you created. To accomplish that you have 
freedom here to do whatever you like, limited only by the fact that you cannot 
harm anyone else in any way whatsoever. If you spent your life making money 
for purely selfish reasons, never thinking how you could use some of it to help 
others, you'll have a problem because, as you said, there will be no point in doing 
anything.’ 

‘How do | know whether | made it for purely selfish reasons as you put it? 
Of course you make money for yourself, and your family if you have one, 
obviously.’ 

‘Yeah, well, | didn’t for one,’ Malcolm countered, ‘so what about me, then?’ 

‘The great majority of people learn a sense of right and wrong as children. 
They begin very selfishly because that, as you say, is human nature — and you'll 
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find out why that’s so later. Most learn through their families and school they 
should think of others as well as themselves, and gradually they develop 
consciences which give them a sense of right and wrong and, therefore, how 
they should help others. In extreme cases, unfortunately, some children are 
denied this by the adults they are with and this can have disastrous results. 
Which, by the way, is why guiding young children is such a vital role of parents 
and teachers. They really are mediating implications for eternity to their 
charges.... 

‘But | digress. It’s so easy to do that with newcomers, you need to know 
everything at once. So, my friends, you have to find whether your consciences 
led you to do other things with your money beyond wallowing in a life of luxury. At 
least, for starters, | have the impression you ran your businesses honestly, even 
though both of you exploited the baser side of some of your clients. You didn’t 
steal, for example. You didn’t rob banks, which some people quietly do with their 
computers.’ 

Carlton and Malcolm closely exchanged glances, each searching the other 
for an indication that fraud had indeed played a part in their lives. Both felt they 
were able to read the other more successfully than they could on earth. Both 
were relieved to discover that David’s assertion was correct. 

‘We can give you a yes on that,’ agreed Carlton. ‘Do we get a brownie 
point?’ 

‘No, just that possibly it's something you can act upon here. No one’s 
adding up a score on your lives. There’s no final examination before you leave 
the second phase — there’s no pass or failure. The final decision is yours and 
yours alone, once you've come to terms with the real you.’ 

‘So, you’ve put us right on quite a lot,’ said Malcolm, ‘thanks for that. Now 
tell us why you brought us into your office. By the way, I’m fascinated to know 
what you do with these computers here. Come to think of it, did you have ‘em 
here before we did on earth? Is that how things work? They told us at our 
seminar that creation works from the Creator through heaven, and hell, and this 
‘ere phase right through to earth and the universe and all that.’ 

‘That’s a common idea with new people. No, inanimate objects are not like 
that. Creativity is a process, so being creative is something that gives impetus to 
people’s lives on earth, as you both realise. Hopefully of course they use it for 
good, though some use it for the opposite. But it’s ongoing, so as ages pass 
people on earth develop new things and ideas. When they come here they want 
to use similar things, at first. So some people like computers. Like me!’ 

‘OK, tell me about the programs you use. Surely this means some people 
do programming, and maintenance.....and make them in the first place. | thought 
you said there was no such thing as production here. There must be, so you 
must have a business world.’ Malcolm’s thoughts began a race of their own 
encompassing the familiar interplay of earthly society. 

‘We do have programmers, but no, we don’t have production as on earth. 
Matters are more conveniently arranged. Neither will you find any power sockets. 
As | explained before, you can have whatever you want, and if you have a useful 
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purpose for it, it will be useful for you. If not it won’t serve you at all.’ David smiled 
gently. You'll get used to the scenario — soon.’ 

‘lm getting so | can’t take this in,’ said Malcolm frowning. Head bent 
forward, he turned to Carlton. ‘How about you, mate?’. 

‘It's obvious we can’t exert any control over our situation, so we'll have to 
accept whatever comes our way. | intensely dislike doing so, but | see no 
alternative.’ 

‘Great,’ beamed David. ‘Now we can proceed. What did you do on earth 
that wasn’t for money? Any voluntary work? What were your leisure activities?’ 

‘| had no time for other work, but | played golf regularly,’ said Carlton. 

‘Why can’t | carry on with some film work? I’d be happy to do that without 
the pressure of making sure it paid.’ 

‘You're not going to like this, but there’s no need to film anything here 
because you can always see the real thing. There’s plenty of theatre, of course, 
and live entertainment. But there’s no point recording to film whatever you can 
see, visit and experience for real. So, what else did you do, Malcolm?’ 

‘As it happens, when | was younger I, too, played golf. But like Carlton, | 
wasn't into voluntary work.’ 

‘So you would be able to help others get the best out of their games of 
golf?’ 

‘What? | thought you asked what we did for leisure?’ asserted Carlton. 

‘And | thought you wanted to find out what you can do with your lives 
here,’ countered David. ‘If the work you did for a living on earth is of no use or 
value now, surely you want to substitute something else? So, basing it on your 
earthly leisure activity would surely imply you had some skill to offer whilst also 
being of interest to you.’ 

‘lm intrigued to know there are golf courses here. Are there other sports? 
We're very keen and very good in many — footy, rugby, cricket, swimming, 
athletics.....you name a sport and you can bet the Aussies are good at it!’ 

‘By all means. So many people from earth enjoy watching and playing 
many forms of sport — such activities are natural extensions to their lives. 
However.....’ 

‘| Know what's coming now, boomed Carlton, having an_ ironical 
inspirational moment, ‘you're going to tell us it’s different.’ 

David laughed. ‘That’s right; now tell me how it’s different.’ 

The newcomers contemplated possibilities with quizzical expressions. ‘I 
suppose it’s not regarded as serious as we had it on earth,’ suggested Carlton. 

‘Certainly it’s not serious competitively, but it’s seriously enjoyed both by 
participants and spectators. Players want to achieve the highest possible skill 
because people love to watch and appreciate that. It also challenges the other 
people playing with you to respond likewise, so head to head individually or in 
teams sport is highly enjoyable. But no one takes winning or losing seriously, if 
they think about that at all.’ 

‘| Knew there’d be something weird,’ Carlton averred. ‘The Americans are 
devoted to winning as well as you Aussies. ‘This sounds like the Brits used to 
say, it’s the game that matters, not winning or losing.’ 
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‘That was the oldie Brits. Times have changed.’ 

‘Sure, they get paid now! Money rules, as it should.’ 

David shook his head. ‘If you’re determined to continue with that attitude, 
Ill have to leave because | will be unable to help you further.’ 

‘Sorry, don’t do that,’ said Malcolm. ‘We need you. Just explain what you 
think we can do.’ 

David touched the keyboard on the desk. Immediately the screen 
displayed a list headed Sports Services which he scanned intently. He wagged a 
finger at the screen and ran down the list, then highlighted one record. 

‘That will do, I’m sure.’ He touched the keyboard again and the screen 
showed rolling fairways bordered by young trees and flowering bushes. At the 
bottom he read a note: Trainee caddies required. 

‘Have you ever caddied?’ His question carried an obvious challenge, well 
understood by the newcomers. Carlton accepted it, surprisingly, given the 
attitude he had so far evinced. 

‘No, but I'll give it a go. Perhaps we'll be able to play ourselves 
occasionally.’ 

‘I’m sure you will; you'll need to learn the course.’ 

Malcolm made the practical request. ‘Where is it and how do we get 
there? 

‘It's part of a sports complex that many newcomers use as they get used 
to this phase of life. We could walk there, but I’ll give you your first experience of 
they way we use on many occasions. The simple fact is that when you want to be 
somewhere, or with someone, you just have to think and you are there. Don't 
bother about the mechanism that enables it to happen. It’s a facility that occurs 
because, like time, space has different qualities in this phase of life.’ 

‘Go on then. What do we do?’ asked Carlton. 

His eyebrows arched in amazement. The three were standing beside an 
attractive two storey building fronted by neat borders with a profusion of colourful 
flowers. A wide circular path enclosed a small pool in the centre of which a 
fountain spouted with perfectly formed jets. 

‘That was impressive,’ he acknowledged. ‘The change was absolutely 
instantaneous. | didn’t feel a thing, did you?’ He fired the question at Malcolm. 

‘Not a thing. Beats walking any day.’ 

‘Ah, you'll not feel that, my friend,’ said David. ‘You'll enjoy walking the golf 
course, I’m sure. Also because walking is so much a part of the freedom of life 
here, there are no buggies. Completely unnecessary, you see.’ 

‘Now what do we do?’ asked Carlton. 

‘Go in and explain why you've come, arrange to play, collect some 
equipment, enjoy learning the course, then offer your services as caddies. After 
that, I’m sure you'll want to return to your group because you'll be with them for 
many other primary activities. But you'll be able to return here to give your 
services as frequently as you want to.’ 

‘What about you, pal? You’ve certainly helped us. Will you stay with us — 
you could score our game?’ said Malcolm reasonably. But he guessed the 
answer. 
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‘No, | was useful at the point you needed help. You'll find others will do the 
same as and when you need them. Remember, the whole point of this second 
phase of life is for you to let the real person you created on earth emerge.’ 

Carlton was inclined to be dismissive again. ‘Il wasn’t impressed by people 
who plaintively whined they were trying to discover themselves — usually as 
central subjects in glossy magazines. It helped sales, of course, but | used to 
hold they could best find themselves by working hard at a worthwhile job.’ 

On the instant he caught David’s gleaming eyes and knew the response 
before the words were uttered. 

‘Precisely. Go and do just that!’ 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


Finding themselves alone again the two newcomers briefly scanned the 
clubhouse facade, then walked purposefully towards double glass doors. These 
swung open effortlessly at their touch. They found themselves in a spacious 
lounge with comfortable armchairs and small tables arrayed nearby. One or two 
empty glasses were standing on the tables. Light coloured wooden panels 
comprised the walls, in which were five single doors. These, however, were 
devoid of notices. The room lacked something else — people. 

They looked questioningly at each other, shrugged shoulders and moved 
towards the first door on their left. Carlton opened it firmly. 

‘Blimey!’ came Malcolm’s involuntary comment. 

The room into which they walked seemed to be the professional’s shop. 
But there was no counter. Arrayed on all sides and in the centre of the room were 
literally dozens of full club sets, many with gleaming heads and shafts and all 
manner of grips. Tiny pyramids of golf balls peeped between the displays. As 
they wandered around appraising the sets they soon noticed there were other 
displays of necessities for the game — bags and clothing. But they quickly 
realised there were no trolleys, indispensable to many a golfer on earth. 

‘Welcome, friends,’ invited a soft warm voice. They looked around but 
could see no one. Then the speaker emerged from behind a very large display of 
clubs flanking one wall. They were not surprised to see she was dressed in 
glowing white immaculately tailored shorts, a plain but attractive short sleeved 
open necked shirt which swelled beautifully over her bust. Lovely blonde tresses 
framed blue eyes and perfectly even features radiated health and vitality. Carlton 
briefly thought he had last seen her on the cover of a top class golf magazine. 

‘You’re another receiver, aren’t you?’ said Carlton. “You people seem to 
be everywhere.’ 

She responded with a delightful laugh. ‘I’m sure you know why that’s so.’ 

‘OK, | get it. We keep meeting you guys because we need you — because 
we're so green,’ said Malcolm. 

‘Right in one. We get the job because we so love the Creator. We're 
everlastingly thankful for the amazing gift of existence. Where we are, when 
we're not welcoming people like yourselves, we live in perpetual enjoyment of 
life. It really is sublimely heavenly. So anything we do is a matter of thanks for 
our lives, which is why we get the job of helping all newcomers. Later on, 
probably when you get rather fed up with our company, you'll meet others 
instead.’ 

Malcolm imagined he could never become fed up with the vision of 
loveliness who was speaking. She smiled secretly and he had the grace to blush, 
suddenly remembering Rachel had shown similar keen intuitive knowledge of his 
thoughts. 

She added to his discomfiture, rather than alleviating it, by inclining her 
head slightly and saying, ‘But thank you for the compliment.’ 

‘Er...’ was all he could manage in reply. 

Again she laughed. ‘My name is Sarah, may | know your names, please?’ 
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They introduced themselves. ‘The fact is we’re....... ’ Carlton broke off, 
unusually reticent. 

‘Don't worry, | guess | know the score. This is your first experience of life 
here and you've been guided to the golf club for a specific reason. So, tell me 
what that is.’ The challenge was obvious. 

‘To be frank, I’ve been critical of the setup here since | realised what had 
happened to me.’ Carlton geared up to present his case, Malcolm happy to let 
him do so. ‘When we left the group to which we have been assigned, Malcolm 
and | walked a considerable distance without seeing anyone. Finally a person 
like yourself accosted us and answered rather more of our questions than had 
been done in our group. In the course of the discussion we found our wish to 
engage in some form of business activity was entirely frustrated. You will know 
why, of course.’ Sarah nodded, an impish smile twitching the corners of her 
mouth, which Carlton remarked but ignored. 

‘We were asked about activities other than our businesses. Though 
neither of us had engaged in much, we found we had a shared interest in golf. It 
was then suggested that we might wish to find something connected to the sport 
that we could do, in a service role, you understand. | thought David, that was the 
guy we met, was suggesting we did some coaching, but he suggested we might 
act as caddies.’ 

Malcolm felt they should leave no possibility of misunderstanding. ‘I’ve 
never done that for anyone else. But rather than mooch around as we were 
doing, I’m game to give it a try, though | ain’t played for ages because | was ill. 
Still, | seem to have got me strength back now. We need to get to know the 
course and find out any differences between here and back on earth. From 
what’s happened to us so far, I'll bet there'll be a few.’ 

Sarah’s warm smile radiated assurance which enveloped them both. For 
the first time both men responded with smiles of relief. 

‘An excellent summary. That was not patronising — | mean it. You are 
certainly coming to terms with one of the first great surprises for people from 
earth and, instead of acting ridiculously, you’re prepared to try to act the role of 
helping others to enjoy activity. So, let’s get started.’ 

‘In what way do people act ridiculously?’ asked Carlton. 

‘An example here is by trying to take a mass of equipment when they 
realise everything is both free and freely available. Look at the many displays in 
this room; you can take whatever you like.’ 

‘But how do you replace it? I’ve got to accept the reality of what you’re 
saying but surely that creates a fantastic logistical problem? Where is everything 
made, how do you get it here? What replaces market forces?’ 

‘As a natural part of existence in the second phase you'll soon come to 
accept that, when you need something, or indeed someone, it or they will be 
there. Just like that. Note | said need, that’s different from want. At present you 
need some equipment to play golf. You well know the experience of visiting a 
well-stocked professional’s shop. So that’s what you see before you. But take my 
advice, don’t bother about the whys and wherefores. Everything will fall into 
place. Just decide what clubs you would like and what you would like to wear, 
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then I'll introduce you to what you may find the most thrilling golf you can 
imagine.’ 

Their irritation Suspended, the two men selected clubs with the fascination 
of schoolboys. Each was new, the range of type as wide as on earth, the sole 
difference being the absence of any logo or maker’s name. They filled a bag 
each, Sarah coyly warning them the rule of fourteen clubs maximum applied! 
They discovered the simple method of changing clothes by holding an item 
against their bodies, being assured that they could resume their own after the 
game if they wanted to do so. Picking up the full bags proved amazingly easy; 
weight was no problem, so much so they questioned whether caddies could ever 
be necessary. Sarah assured them they were because the real service they 
provided was advice and friendship. 

She left the room briefly and returned with a set of clubs which she 
normally used. The men expressed astonishment that these appeared as new as 
all others on display. Sarah explained that was due to the fact that, unlike the 
physical plane, nothing deteriorates so wear and tear is impossible. She also 
pointed out that the equipment she was using was not hers to possess — it was a 
simple matter of convenience not to make her collection each time she played. 

‘What about the weather?’ asked Malcolm prosaically. ‘So far it's seemed 
fine to me, but will it rain? It may sound weird to you but we don’t even know 
about that. Come to think of it, though it’s been bright whilst we were walking | 
didn’t notice the sun.’ 

‘Another new notion for you, boys,’ laughed Sarah gently. ‘You'll not see 
then sun whilst you’re in the second phase. The reason has to do with the infinite 
nature of the Creator. We cannot see infinity; what is seen in heaven is the sun 
which is the manifestation of the Creator. That’s like earthly experience — 
conditions for existence emanate from the sun. In the second phase you see 
wonderful light, but no sun. Incidentally you never see shadows, either here or in 
heaven, because light totally wraps around you. There are many benefits from 
that, one of which is that you never have the problem of putting through your 
shadow on the greens!’ 

‘| suppose I'll get used to these surprises, though it sounds odd to me,’ 
said Malcolm. ‘So what surprise is there about rain? Don’t tell me — there isn’t 
any?’ 

‘Oh yes, we can have rain, whenever we want it!’ Sarah was enjoying 
presenting revelations. ‘Just as occasionally on earth you welcomed the 
refreshing quality of rain, so it can happen here. But it’s a group experience — it 
isn’t necessary for plant growth, or to supply water for life as is needed on the 
physical plane. You'll find the greens on the course are quite superb, but they 
don’t need watering!’ 

‘What do you mean by a group experience?’ asked Carlton. 

‘Life in heaven is characterised by living in groups; | expect you've already 
been told that. So groups share many experiences, night and day, rain and 
sunshine, variations in degrees of happiness. It’s not easy to explain because 
you have no experience yet, but here you'll get to feel the beginnings of it. 
Whether you'll want to continue will be your decision.’ 
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‘So we’ve been told,’ Carlton admitted. ‘I can’t say I’m easy with that, 
which is odd because I’ve always liked being in control of my destiny.’ 

Sarah rolled her beautiful eyes. ‘Oh, believe me, Carlton, everyone has 
that power on earth and therefore here as well. But let’s leave the questions for 
now, shall we? Let’s go play some golf!’ 

She shouldered her golf bag and strode out of another door. Outside they 
trod a level light brown gravel pathway looking unbelievably clean and spruce. In 
front of them a fairway rose gradually with gently waving young trees to the right 
and a sinuous brook meandering away to the left. Its water sparkled in the bright 
light. The fairway grass was intensely green and smooth but there was no sign of 
mown strips. Marking its boundaries was rough, though the description was 
totally false — it was simply longer grass but just as even textured as the fairway. 
They soon reached a raised tee area, the surface of which was equally smooth. 
Of divots, repaired or otherwise there was no sign. 

‘Doesn't seem to be much used,’ observed Carlton. 

‘Wrong! The course is in frequent use. As | told you, there’s no wear and 
tear here, as you'll see when you start. Now, the green is tucked away on the 
right behind the trees. It’s a fairly easy par four and, as you might expect, there’s 
what you probably call a sand trap, Carlton and you a bunker, Malcolm, on the 
left just where you want your first shot to go. Before you ask, there’s no yardage 
card, or the metric equivalent, or any other measurement, and as you see there’s 
no notice giving you such details on the tee. All of which has to do with the fact 
that space is different. The challenge for you is to assess what you see as 
distance, then with practice learn to make shots based on what you feel and what 
you see. That’s where new players find caddies very helpful, especially ones who 
can evaluate their players with their experience of the course.’ 

‘| knew you'd have more surprises for us!’ grinned Malcolm. ‘Come on, 
though. | haven't played in ages but | feel I’ve got some power back in me limbs. 
Go on, Sarah, ladies first. Where’s your tee?’ His eyes searched ahead. 

‘We play from the same tees. Men and women are equally strong here. 
There’s no difference in that aspect of our bodies.’ 

For a brief moment her words triggered another thought about male and 
female bodies in Malcolm’s mind and he looked directly into Sarah’s eyes. 
Immediately he felt her power and strove to look away and bury the thought, but 
he could not. 

‘No doubt we'll talk some about that as well before you leave!’ 

Sensibly, when he was able to divert his eyes, he didn’t follow her lead. 
She covered his embarrassment by continuing her explanation about golf. 

‘Just to demonstrate, I'll accept your offer of ladies first, Malcolm.’ She 
open a zipper on her bag, extracted a ball and a tee peg, pushed the latter into 
the ground and set the ball on it. As she moved to address it, she advised, 

‘luse a three wood and try to shoot the ball just beyond that bunker.’ 

‘Excuse me, ma’am, hadn't we better identify the balls we’re playing with?’ 
asked Carlton. 

‘No need — another of the joys of golf here. You can’t lose a ball and you'll 
always know which is yours!’ 
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She made two practice swings with astonishing power and rhythm, 
impressing her audience. Then she struck the ball brilliantly and watched it soar 
skywards, its trajectory clearly visible against the eggshell blue sky. Then it 
bounced near the bunker, kicked right and rolled neatly past it. 

‘Ah,’ smiled Carlton, ‘a fortuitous bounce.’ 

‘Actually, no. | decided to put a little right hand spin on the ball as | struck 
it on the tee. It’s a feature you can use here. No doubt on earth you used to hit 
the ball, then shout at it to move right, or sit down, or hoped it would spin back on 
the green. Well, here you decide what you want it to do before you make the 
shot. It won’t deviate in the air, but if you’ve combined your thoughts with your 
skill in hitting the ball it will do as you wanted. Of course, you have to practise 
both! What you don’t get is unfortunate bounces on the fairway, or sudden gusts 
of wind, or unseen wet patches or any other snare of golf in the physical world. 
What you put into the game here is pure skill, both mind and body. That’s what 
your companions enjoy with you. You simply try to match one another's skills — 
and have endless enjoyment in doing so because, of course, you never achieve 
absolute perfection. There’s always another game, with other people, and other 
courses.....always applauding the skills other manage to achieve.’ 

‘So my next question will be ridiculed, | suppose. What about scoring, and 
playing against opponents? | daren’t suggest golf is nothing without playing for 
stakes, since you don’t have money. Is it truly a matter of the game’s the thing, 
not winning or losing?’ 

‘Exactly. There’s no place in heaven for competition to beat others. Doing 
that means regarding yourself as better in some way. No one there plays sport 
and runs around waving a finger in the air indicating /’m number one. So you 
need to get used to that here, if you can — and that’s the crucial point. So, come 
on, never mind scoring. Just put your ball alongside mine, Carlton.’ 

She bent down and picked up her tee peg which had remained in the 
ground. ‘These never fly away, incidentally, so you never lose one either.’ 

She smiled again as the men shook their heads. Carlton took a ball from 
his bag, ruefully eyeing the dozen or so he had put there along with a handful of 
tee pegs. It was as white and devoid of markings as was Sarah’s. He selected a 
metal three wood with a slightly whippy shaft, flexing it and feeling the familiarity 
of an erstwhile club on earth. He essayed a couple of practice swings, finding it 
delightfully easy with not a twinge of recent back pain. He could extend 
thoroughly in the takeaway and follow through with precision and finish with 
commendable poise. He felt he was going to enjoy himself. 

Then he hit the ball. It soared skywards in a perfect arc heading unerringly 
for the bunker. It bounced once before landing in it with a gentle plop. 

‘No movement on the bounce. If you’re going to aim for the hazard you 
must think about what spin to put on before you strike the ball.’ 

‘OK, | get the message. But what a swing! I’ve not done one like that since 
| was a teenager. It felt absolutely great!’ 

‘Like | said, this may be the most thrilling golf you’ve ever played.’ 

The next surprise awaited the men with their second shots. Malcolm had 
managed a commendably straight trajectory, though much shorter. His ball was 
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sitting in the middle of the fairway, but he was faced with a long second which 
would need some fade if he were to put the ball on or near the green. Sarah 
advised him to treat the hole as a par five and get used to playing again before 
trying to use his returning strength. 

‘You may feel fine here but that doesn’t mean you’ve suddenly recovered 
dormant skills. So aim to keep to the middle of the fairway. | suggest a long iron, 
maybe a four.’ 

OK. Here goes.’ His swing, like Carlton’s, was sweet and easy and the ball 
flew straight and true, though well short of the green. 

‘Fine, You'll have an easy wedge from there.’ 

Carlton walked into the bunker which was full of soft clean sand, so 
smooth he felt a little churlish disturbing the surface. His ball sat in a small even 
ring of sand, so it was slightly plugged and he knew he should play to get out and 
not try to gain much distance. He held a sand wedge above the ball, practised 
the address three or four times, then concentrated on hitting the sand behind the 
ball. This he did perfectly and the ball travelled a reasonable distance and 
regained the fairway. 

Both he and Malcolm did a double take. The sand behaved at first exactly 
as they expected — an amount was scooped up by the club face with the ball. But 
instead of flying forward to be strewn over the front grass edge of the bunker, it 
described an arc and fell back where it had been before the ball had landed in it. 
Carlton bemusedly regarded a perfectly smooth surface at his feet with no sign of 
the disturbance made by his stroke. 

‘Now walk out of the sand and you'll find there’s no need for a rake to 
smooth over your footprints.’ 

Carlton did as bidden and was even more amazed to see his footprints 
disappear as the sand eased back to its former pristine smoothness. 

‘You'll have the next surprise when you take your wedge shot, Malcolm,’ 
called Sarah over her shoulder as she walked smartly towards her ball. This she 
hit perfectly and, as the men expected, it made the green though they couldn't 
see how near to the pin it finished. They congratulated her warmly. 

‘Thanks. | have had some practice, though,’ she grinned. 

‘How often do you play the course?’ asked Carlton. 

‘That question implies time, which as you know we don’t measure, so | 
can’t say, ‘Twice a week,’ or whatever. However | can answer I’ve played it a few 
thousand times.’ 

‘Wow — are you here always, then?’ asked Malcolm, astonished. 

‘Oh no, | play many others as well. My service is to help many different 
people both here and in my heavenly group enjoy the game to the full. Before 
you ask, no, it certainly doesn’t get boring. Just as on earth, no two rounds are 
ever the same. There usually the weather made the ever changing difference, 
here it’s people.’ 

They had reached Malcolm’s ball and he nervously addressed it with a 
nine iron wondering what oddity the shot might produce. Sarah picked up his 
vibes immediately. 
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‘Just play the shot exactly as you used to; hit the ball just before the 
bottom of the downward swing and aim to take a divot - and think about giving it 
backspin. Imagine the pin - you can see it easily now - whilst you concentrate on 
the ball and you might get it close.’ 

Malcolm followed the instructions precisely. He hit the ball cleanly and felt 
he’d taken a sizeable divot. The ball flew upwards and landed in the middle of the 
green where it bounced once, then spun backwards slightly on the second. It 
wasn’t exactly near the pin and he would face a long putt to make par. Then he 
looked for the piece of turf to replace. There was no sign of it and when he 
looked down at his feet to where the scuff should have been starkly visible he 
saw perfectly smooth fairway grass. He raised and rolled his eyes. 

‘I’m beginning to get it. You feel the shots as you expect, but you can’t 
damage anything. Am | right, then, no need for course maintenance — no 
greenkeepers with mowers and hoses and fertiliser and the like?’ 

Sarah smiled warmly. ‘Yes, you’re beginning to understand. Back at your 
base there'll be opportunities for you to find out more about nature and materials. 
For now, just get used to the new experience.’ 

Carlton used a long iron for his third shot and made the green, albeit like 
Malcolm a good distance from the pin. Sarah’s ball, however, they judged lay 
about six feet away. She bent down and carefully placed her finger behind it, 
then picked it up. A neat white spot was visible as a marker. 

Carlton laughed. ‘| suppose when you put the ball back that mark will 
disappear.’ 

‘Right on. You want a mark, so one appears. You don’t want it any more 
so it disappears. Makes life simple.’ Her laugh was delightful and she shook her 
head slightly making her luscious hair glisten with golden radiance. ‘Now, boys, 
enjoy your first experience of putting on wonderful greens.’ She removed the flag 
and stood well aside, 

Malcolm’s ball was furthest from the pin so he took the first putt. The 
surface was slightly undulating, so he judged he had to set the ball off to the 
right. His body felt easy and relaxed and the large headed putter he had chosen 
felt an ideal weight in his hands. He concentrated on the back of the ball, drew 
back the putter and gave the ball a firm tap, Keeping his head down as he made 
the stroke. The ball moved with incredible smoothness across the surface with no 
hint of movement off line or bobbling over minor disfigurements. He had used too 
much power in the stroke, so the ball curved behind the pin, finishing a shortish 
distance away. 

‘Good try,’ encouraged Sarah. ‘You need to practise getting the weight 
right. Isn’t the green beautifully smooth?’ 

‘Absolutely,’ agreed Carlton who had watched the putt keenly, because he 
faced only a slightly shorter putt. ‘Il can’t see a pitch or a spike mark’. Briefly he 
felt the shoes he’d chosen to wear. ‘These do have spikes, | know.’ 
Experimentally he put his foot down firmly and lifted it quickly, but the grass 
remained undisturbed. 

‘So you don’t need to worry about standing on anyone’s line,’ said Sarah. 
‘You simply can’t cause any damage. Great, don’t you agree?’ 
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‘You can say that again,’ he agreed wholeheartedly. 

His putt also went beyond the pin, but both men holed their seconds for 
bogey. Sarah congratulated them warmly. ‘That’s very good for your very first 
golf hole in the second phase, especially you, Malcolm, because you haven't 
played for so long and were so ill before you made the change. Well done 
indeed!’ 

They were not at all surprised when she sank her putt for a birdie. But they 
did congratulate her equally warmly, for which she sincerely thanked them. She 
replaced the flagstick which appeared very new with neat black and white bands 
on its pole and a neat yellow triangular pennant at the top. As they watched it 
was Carlton who had the idea. 

‘Looks new, but | suppose it isn’t?’ 

‘No, it’s here because we want it to be. As with everything else, new and 
old are meaningless concepts. The only thing that changes are people — one way 
or another. But you've been told about that already, I’m sure.’ 

Remembering his surly response at the seminar he chose to remain silent, 
but Sarah looked directly at him with power as well as beauty in her eyes. He got 
the message. 

She turned away and picked up her golf bag. ‘Follow me, the second tee 
is on the other side of the brook, over to our left.’ She led the way from the green, 
past bushes resplendent with large red flowers and made directly for the bank. 
Malcolm followed a short way behind, assuming there was a small bridge hidden 
from his view, then watched in raw astonishment as Sarah skipped down the 
brook side and walked directly through the water. Being shallow, she paddled 
rather than waded, but there was no doubt the water flowed well over her golf 
shoes. Totally unfazed she climbed the other bank and walked on to the tee 
beyond without hesitation. Malcolm halted abruptly and Carlton joined him, 
staring at Sarah. After laying her bag at the edge of the raised tee area she 
realised they had stopped. 

‘Oh, forgive me. Of course, you haven’t experienced water here. Just walk 
through, you'll find it isn’t wet. Look, my shoes are quite dry.’ She indicated her 
feet and legs, balancing on one and waving the other. 

‘Heck,’ exclaimed Malcolm. ‘Water ain’t wet — now tell me it ain’t flowing 
downstream either!’ 

‘You guessed! Well spotted. It certainly moves, as you see, with the 
appearance of flow, but in fact it remains wherever it is. Come and join me.’ 

Staring at one another in disbelief, the men did as requested. They found 
no sensation of temperature change as they walked through the stream, and as 
they climbed the bank it was obvious their shoes, socks and slacks were 
perfectly dry. 

With an Australian’s love of sea, sand and beaches, Malcolm said 
regretfully, ‘| suppose that means you don’t go in for sea bathing here. | dunno 
whether you've got sea, but if you have it wouldn’t be much of a sensation to 
swim or surf in it then.’ 

‘Yes, we have and no, you’re wrong. If you want to feel the surf on your 
body, you do. It’s every bit as enjoyable as on earth, in many ways more so 
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because you can stay in it without ever feeling cold. The waves move in and out 
but there’s no tide. You can swim and dive with great pleasure. The best, of 
course, is that you don’t have to bother with breathing or not when you swim 
under water — and of course, there’s no possibility of drowning!’ She giggled 
mischievously at the very thought. 

‘OK, ma’am, we're certainly realising why we were told to start 
experiencing this place for ourselves, ‘admitted Carlton. ‘Seems I'll need to 
apologise to my man Adam when | see him.’ 

‘Good,’ said Sarah. ‘I like your progress. Now deal with this nice par three.’ 

From the raised tee the green could be seen well below, its rich green 
contrasting stridently with low bushes covered in purple, reminiscent of heather. 
These totally surrounded the green and a miniscule section of fairway in front of 
it. There was no doubting the hole’s challenge — get on to the green with the 
regulation single stroke or you'll be in trouble. 

Sarah brushed aside their consternation. ‘Think positively. There’s a good 
phrase we guys use over and over again — there’s influx into effort. It’s very true 
on earth. Of course the influx comes from the Creator. It’s why so many people 
are able to deal with quite horrendous situations and problems. But it’s equally 
true of small matters, and matters of enjoyment.....and even golf shots! So, 
believe you're going to hit the green and you will if you make the right stroke.’ 

Grinning from the encouragement, but only half believing, Carlton took his 
shot after Sarah’s ball had landed close to the flagstick. He put rather too much 
effort into the swing, so although he connected club face to ball very well, the 
result was that he overshot. The ball disappeared into the bushes. 

‘Hard luck, pal. Too much beef! Don’t think there’s any danger of me doing 
the same.’ Malcolm addressed his ball, concerned only that he would have 
enough power to reach the fairway patch. But he concentrated hard, kept his 
head, swung evenly with a great follow through. His ball followed Carlton’s like a 
twin and buried itself at almost the same place. 

‘Wow. Darn nuisance it ain’t on the green, but jeez, that felt great.’ 

Sarah seemed to be looking intently to where the balls had landed. 
Without turning, she enquired almost to herself, ‘| wonder what, or who, you 
mean by jeez?’ 

‘Eh? Picked it up from somewhere. Don't really know where it comes 
from.’ 

‘All over the world,’ Carlton ventured, ‘at least where they speak English. 
Short for Jesus, of course.’ 

‘Ah, you know, Carlton. | suppose it ranks with ‘Oh my God’ as a turn of 
phrase. | wonder why people use these expressions when they don’t believe in 
God, or Jesus?’ 

Abruptly uncomfortable, the men wavered, not wanting to walk away from 
the tee without their guide, But Sarah made no move. She eyed them sharply. 

‘You're not happy with the notion that we’re playing a game but I’m 
pitching in ideas of God as part of general conversation. | guess on earth you’d 
have thought it bad form. Let me tell you here such things must be part of your 
whole life if you choose finally to make your way to heaven, at whatever level. It’s 
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only in hell it would be regarded as bad form, though there you’d have a struggle 
to get anyone to agree with anything you said.’ 

For what seemed a long time both Carlton and Malcolm fidgeted with their 
golf bags, like children who dislike the course of a conversation concerning their 
misdemeanours. Sarah broke through their discomfiture with a ringing laugh. 

‘OK, let’s get on with the game.’ 

She led them down along a smooth sandy path through the purple 
flowering bushes, emerging on to the small fairway. She put her golfbag at the 
side of the green and walked on to the bush fringe beyond. 

‘Once again, boys, think about finding your golf balls. Just walk in and 
you'll see them.’ 

They did both. ‘Seems to be waiting for me,’ called Malcolm, looking down 
at his ball. Then he smiled. ‘I see why it wasn’t necessary to mark our balls. Mine 
has a large ‘M’ on it.’ 

‘And mine a ‘C” Oh why wasn't it this easy on earth? No need for the five 
minute search rule, then?’ 

‘No...anyway, how would you measure five minutes?’ Sarah questioned. 
‘But are the balls playable, because that applies? These bushes are tough and | 
doubt you could make a swing through them. There’s a dropping zone at the 
beginning of the short fairway. It comes into use frequently!’ 

Both agreed they had no chance. So they picked up, selected wedges, 
and delighted Sarah by chipping well towards the pin. Carlton’s ball rolled 
forward whilst Malcolm’s remained very close to where it had landed. 

‘Well done, you guys. You're there in three. Now see if you can manage to 
single putt. You’ve seen what beauties these greens are.’ 

It was asking too much of Malcolm, so he finished in five, but Carlton 
waved his putter in the air as his ball curved into the hole, cheered by Sarah. 
Then she sank her ball with a single putt for another birdie. However they looked 
at the game, Sarah was way ahead after two holes. What was it going to be like 
after eighteen? 

‘Forget the score; enjoy the golf, you crazy competitive earthlings!’ 

She was laughing again, provocatively, challenging. They watched her 
bend down and pick up her clubs, shoulder them with an enticing twist of her 
torso, breasts thrust forward and the bag swinging across her back. She strode 
off through the bushes, well aware of the appraising stares of the men trailing 
behind. Jaunty bronze legs topped with smooth rounded buttocks swelling the 
spotless white shorts below the swinging golf bag, golden hair streaming above 
it, the beautiful vision of youthful attraction, power and personality captivated 
them. They looked at one another, confirming their shared thoughts. Then they 
realised Sarah had reached the next tee, had turned to face them directly, and 
they knew she knew their thoughts. 

‘That’s another matter which needs your attention. Sex. Something else 
earthlings are crazy about — well, very many of them. Have you thought about 
that yet since you joined the second phase?’ 
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Malcolm and Carlton regarded each other swiftly, inclined their heads 
sideways, their faces betraying interest overlaid with embarrassment at the direct 
question. In Malcolm’s mind memories of his lucrative films rose irrevocably. 

‘Well, have you?’ The prompt was even more definite. 

‘Slightly,’ replied Malcolm. He glanced at his companion. 

‘Not much, ma’am,’ he ventured. ‘Does that continue as before?’ 

‘It can do, depending where you decide to live. 

‘Why does that affect sex?’ asked Carlton. 

‘Sexual relationships are another example of giving to someone else and 
helping one another to enjoyment of the experience. It’s a truly sublime gift the 
Creator bestowed on us. So, by now you should know that could only happen in 
heaven. If you prefer to live in hell you’ll do so because you only want to do 
things for yourself. Two completely self orientated people couldn't possibly 
achieve a loving sexual relationship. It would be as hopeless as trying to get 
similar poles on magnets to come together. 

‘What about here?’ 

‘You’ve both demonstrated you bring with you your sexual feelings from 
your life on earth. | was well aware of your appraisal as we walked to this tee. 
Thanks for the implied compliment. But there’s much you have to sort out by 
further experience so you can come to terms with a// your inner feelings. So, for 
the moment, let it pass. I’ve helped you by bringing into the open the thoughts 
you had about me. That’s enough for now. Let's deal with this challenging par 
five.’ 


89 


CHAPTER NINE 


Carlton and Malcolm completed eighteen holes, wallowing in Sarah’s 
wake. Both sincerely admired her scintillating skill. In every sense she was a joy 
to watch. But they also found her challenging and her frequent paeans of praise 
to the Creator intimidating. On earth neither had thought deeply about a deity and 
certainly not with gratitude for existence. Yet such thoughts were second nature 
to Sarah and they could not avoid her devotion to the concept. 

At the end of the game she insisted she hadn’t kept score. However she 
admitted that scoring did enhance some games, foursomes particularly needing 
competition. Nevertheless real enjoyment is vested in supporting one’s partner 
rather than beating opponents because wishing to dominate is essentially 
unheavenly. But there are no prizes, no trophies and, of course, no money. 
Because their golfing experiences on earth had certainly involved all three they 
realised they had much baggage to shed if they wanted to repeat this new golfing 
experience. That had stemmed from wanting occupation, they acknowledged, so 
they would really have to batten down their prejudices if they were going to act 
the role of advisory caddies. 

Sarah indicated they should leave their clubs and bags against a wall of 
the clubhouse. Smiling she said she would return them to the displays. Of course 
they still looked perfectly new. They were now aware there was no likelihood of 
need for cleaning. They also guessed that Sarah wouldn’t have to touch them to 
effect their returns. She also explained that if they came back to the golf course 
and wanted to use them again all they had to do was think about their need and 
the equipment would be waiting for them. With similar ease they dressed again in 
their original clothes. 

With similar ease, also, they found themselves back with Rachel and 
Adam who were sitting and talking in the room where the group had first met for 
their introductory seminar. No others were present, but the table was laid with 
food and drinks. Carlton and Malcolm were warmly welcomed and invited to have 
whatever refreshments they fancied. Feeling healthily hungry they accepted and 
soon were eating and drinking with relish. 

Rachel was delighted to see Malcolm restored to full vigour, Knowing that 
was a feature of his mind because immortal bodies are not susceptible to illness. 
On earth his mind had reacted to his extended physical trauma and, because 
minds are carried through the change intact, his initial feeling had been of 
continued weakness. Adam was delighted to see Carlton much more amenable 
than at their first acquaintance and subsequently at the seminar. 

‘Adam, | must say how sorry.....’ Carlton began. 

‘No need, my friend. You already have.’ He tapped the side of his head in 
explanation. 

‘Sort of instant messaging, eh? Glad you understand. So, what happens 
now, you guys?’ 

‘The group will reassemble,’ Rachel answered. ‘Each pair will return just 
as you have done after whatever experience they found. It will be entirely natural 
for everyone to compare notes. Then we'll explain what you'll call domestic 
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details. As you are very recent arrivals there’ll come a point when you'll feel tired, 
so we'll tell you about sleeping arrangements. Again it will be natural for all of you 
to experience the need for sleep simultaneously — group dynamics come into 
play, as they do throughout this phase and heaven. After that | expect you'll take 
the opportunity of attending an explanatory lecture. Many people from earth like 
to do so because searching after knowledge is so much part of existence there.’ 

Adam continued. ‘Then life will settle down for you. You'll extend your 
experiences here, you'll take part in whatever occupation you decide upon, you'll 
find a house to live in — perhaps on your own, but quite probably with someone 
else. You'll be able to listen to other lectures if you want to; explaining about the 
universe and this dimension can’t possibly be done briefly.’ 

‘But the central part of all this activity is for you to unravel your character 
and to accept what you made your underpinning motivation in life on earth,’ 
Rachel explained. ‘Other receivers you met will have emphasised that, I’m sure, 
and we spelt it out for you when the group first came together.’ 

‘When will the others be back, do you know?’ asked Malcolm. 

‘No, we don’t know, because experience here is outside time. It’s very 
difficult for you to grapple with that now, but gradually you'll find it quite normal. 
Each pair will experience their return independent of the others; then when all are 
ready everyone will be together again.’ 

‘You’re right, me darling Rachel, | don’t understand it, but as I’m finding 
new things to grapple with, as you put it, all the time, | shall go on thinking time is 
passing like it used to,’ Malcolm grinned and wagged a finger at her. ‘I’m a plain 
old Aussie guy and I'll stick to what | know.’ 

Rachel gave a loud and very friendly laugh. ‘Of course you'll stick to what 
you know because that defines you. But you’re not at all plain, my lad, and you 
know that as well!’ 

With Rachel and Adam exchanging looks and Carlton and Malcolm doing 
the same, micro group dynamics were coming into play. But suddenly all six 
group members were in the room with the six receivers. The newcomers 
experienced momentary astonishment since it seemed they must have been in 
the room together but aware only of their own pair. But the feeling passed rapidly 
as, in marked difference to their previous reticence, they greeted one another like 
long lost relatives. 

Glasses and plates in hand, the newcomers swapped experiences, 
forming a nucleus in the centre of the room whilst the receivers moved to the 
sides, watching and listening. 

‘So you found that big square as well? ‘Jennifer responded to Roger. 

“Blimey, yow should see ‘oo’s playin’ football ‘ere,’ Leroy said to Malcolm, 
getting into his stride about sport. 

‘Sorry mate, only knew Aussie Rules. But I'll bet there'll be some grand old 
stagers here from our game as well. Stands to reason, don't it?’ 

‘Cor, I’ve just ‘ad a thought. Everyone ‘oo ever lived is ‘ere, right? And 
these people,’ he gestured to the receivers, ‘tell us if yow want to be with 
someone all yow ‘ave ter do is to think on ‘em. So what about me thinkin’ about 
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old ‘Ennery the Aitf? If | saw ‘im | could ask why ‘e married all them wives, 
couldn't |?’ 

Malcolm roared with laughter at youthful arrogance, then stopped, 
considering the logic. “Yeah, young ‘un, why not?’ 

‘Because,’ Josh’s deep voice answered, ‘you never knew him on earth. 
How could you — you were separated in time. In the way you’re describing you 
can only come together with people you know, or people you need for one 
reason or another. It happens the other way round as well — people who know or 
need you can come into your presence, as Benny did.’ 

‘OK, | get it,’ Leroy answered over his shoulder. Then to Malcolm, 
‘Benny’s me kid brother, though ‘e’s all grown up now. Still, 'e came to see me, 
soon as | got ‘ere.’ 

‘lremember you told us. Nice to have someone waiting for you.’ 

Leroy sensed that asking whether Malcolm had seen anyone close might 
stir bad memories, so he switched back to sport and soon they were swapping 
football and golf experiences, though neither knew the other’s game. 

Carlton collected another glass for Angela and one for himself. ‘This is 
some kind of wine, don’t you think? Exquisite taste, isn’t it?’ 

Angela forbore to remind him of his previous experience with a similar 
drink. ‘Absolutely. Just like a really expensive one on earth — but as they said, it 
isn’t intoxicating. You get the same warm glow; it spreads throughout your body, 
but there’s no side effect. They're large glasses — and this is my third,’ she 
laughed. 

‘My fourth! | felt thirsty after my game of golf.’ 

‘I've often thought | might take up golf but never got around to it. | liked 
walking too much, | suppose.’ 

‘You can do both on a golf course. You've got plenty of opportunity to take 
up the game here. We found a great course, masses of equipment and dress, all 
for the asking. 

‘We found the same, but in our case it was a superb shopping mall. Did 
you find the easy way of changing clothes?’ 

‘Yes, ma’am. Great fun indeed. Guess it makes shopping for clothes a 
ball. But tell me, could you have just anything, like we found at the golf course?’ 

‘Oh yes. As you see, I’m not in the same clothes | had when we first met.’ 

‘’'d wondered about that. The same goes for Jennifer, | see. You went 
together, didn’t you?’ 

‘That's right. | rather think the experience was something she’d never had 
on earth — | mean, | don’t think she had enough money to enjoy shopping 
sprees.’ 

‘Erm, | don’t want to pry, but did you feel when you were with her that she 
would have a problem here because, well, we all heard, didn’t we, how she came 
here. | mean, what she did to make that happen?’ 

‘No, she seemed to come more and more out of her shell as we enjoyed 
ourselves. But I’m sure all receivers know when any of them meet her.’ 

‘I'll bet they do. They know a great deal about us, don’t you think? | know 
they say they get it from our thoughts but | have an idea there’s more at play than 
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that. Don’t you think someone, somewhere, somehow has a debit and credit 
account on all of us?’ 

‘Oh no, there isn’t!’ chorused Adam and Matthew, their chiming tones 
astonishing everyone and prodding Angela and Carlton into exasperated 
laughter. ‘The only account on the lines you mention, Carlton, is in your head — or 
more correctly, your mind.’ 

‘OK, OK, gents. | bow to your superior knowledge.’ 

‘We're in no position to do otherwise,’ said Angela dryly. 

The receivers let the interchanges continue, knowing the newcomers were 
internalising their new experiences. How each responded would constitute their 
first small steps on the road to true personal discovery. Each would continue the 
process during their stay in the second phase of life. This can seem like a very 
short time or entirely the opposite depending on how open or complex a 
character might be. At the extremes some people make their decisions about 
living in heaven or hell with ease; for most, however, the process is extenuated, 
given the baggage of prejudices, good intentions, envy, friendship, irritation, 
anger, patience, deviousness and a host of other qualities packed throughout 
earthly existence. 

When there were signs of the chatter quietening, the receivers moved to 
take charge again. Matthew invited everyone to sit, which they did, each 
newcomer showing avid interest. There was no doubt all were responding 
positively and wanted to hear what experience was next in store. 

‘Because you made the change to this phase very recently, you naturally 
carry with you the rhythm of life on earth. So you are probably feeling you’ve had 
enough excitement for one day. We told you very briefly a few things about the 
bodies you now have, and you have experienced some of their attributes. As we 
explained you don’t need food to maintain your bodies, but eating and drinking is 
a very pleasant experience when it is shared. Sharing experiences is central to 
life in this phase and in heaven, so in a group you share its rhythm. It’s natural, 
therefore, for groups to experience day and night. You can find out more about 
this at a later stage if you wish, but I’m sure you’ve noticed that, although there is 
very clear light here, you have not seen the sun. 

Malcolm and Carlton exchanged glances confirming their experience on 
the golf course. 

‘Yes, it's an obvious phenomenon. Because it’s the representation of the 
Creator who is the infinite dimension, which we cannot see, there is a need in 
heaven to see a manifestation of His life-giving power. There it’s in view 
permanently. In this phase you see the light but not directly the sun. I’m sure you 
will now realise that, in a sense, hell is even further away from heaven, so there 
the light is much less bright. Everybody there still receives life from the Creator, 
of course, but each and everyone has twisted that to serve themselves rather 
than letting it flow into helping others. 

‘Here, therefore, the sun doesn't rise and set because we are not on a 
physical planet orbiting a star. But groups experience a lessening of light in tune 
with their internal rhythm. So individuals go to bed, sleep and get up refreshed in 
a similar pattern to earthly experience. The difference here is that sleep isn’t 
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necessary to revive tired bodies. It is necessary, however, to help your minds 
process experiences.’ 

Matthew looked across at Mary. ‘Over to you for some domestic 
arrangements. I’m sure our friends would like a change of voice after my mini 
sermon!’ 

The tension which had built up eased noticeably. Each newcomer felt 
somewhat stressed whenever a receiver explained wider ramifications of 
existence. Each still could not avoid the thought that somehow they would be 
sent to heaven or hell, an idea emanating from long exposure to the notion on 
earth. Not that anyone in present group had developed any rationale on the 
matter, none having paid more than lip service to any religious belief. That added 
to their tension, each wondering whether they might now regret their apathy. 

Mary faced the group, the lines of her exquisitely tailored white dress 
enhancing her figure. Her healthy features wore a serene and competent 
expression, the epitome of a top class PA or the chair of her own company, 
thought Angela. Carlton, now appraising people carefully, toyed with the notion 
that the receivers must all have been both highly intelligent as well as successful 
in their earthly lives. This girl’s so different from golfing Sarah, yet they're both 
some ladies, he acknowledged. 

‘There are single rooms for you all in this building. When you feel you 
would like to rest, each of us will take you individually to your bedrooms. Each 
has nightclothes which you can use or not as you wish — and if you wear them 
you'll find they'll feel familiar. You’ve experienced the quick change that’s normal 
here, but you can undress and dress as you did on earth if you prefer. 

‘You'll find that when you lie down sleep will come naturally and quite 
quickly. You'll also find that you will all wake again together and will feel 
wonderfully refreshed. There’s no need to wash here, of course! How you feel 
has nothing to do with anything applied to your bodies — which is why there are 
no cosmetics, nor does your hair ever need cutting or treating. At first some 
people find that disappointing, but quickly you'll realise that it is through 
experience shared with others here that you feel refreshed and invigorated. The 
great blessing is that those feelings never pall; on the contrary they continue to 
stimulate for ever if you decide to make your home in heaven. 

‘Whadda we do termorrow mornin’, I'd like ter know?’ asked Leroy 
prosaically. 

‘Come back into this room and then we'll explain the next part of your 
programme. There'll be food and drink here as usual if you feel you want it. As | 
said, you will rise together because you are a group. You'll stay together as long 
as you need to. When each of you wants to leave you'll be able to live in houses, 
perhaps sharing with someone else from the group, or with someone you knew 
on earth who is still in the second phase.’ 

Angela looked round the group and saw the tiredness she was feeling in 
other faces as well. Nothing akin to fatigue, it spread through her body as a 
pleasant feeling of relaxation that she knew would culminate in sleep. Her 
country walks manifested the sensation whenever the weather and a contented 
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mind combined with thorough physical exercise. A figure moved to her side. 
Without turning she knew it was Matthew. 

‘On earth you'd say it’s been a long day,’ he teased gently. ‘I'll take you to 
your room. You'll enjoy the rest.’ 

She looked for Jennifer, but she was already walking out of the room with 
Mary. Matthew led her to stairs at the top of which a corridor stretched with plain 
doors on both sides. No numbers or names identified rooms, but Matthew 
unhesitatingly walked to the third door on the left and opened it. Angela followed 
and found a simple bed with a pink duvet and matching sheets and pillows. A 
single easy chair upholstered in light grey stood beside the bed, on which were 
laid a pair of light blue pyjamas she instantly recognised as her current favourite 
night attire. A single picture of soft hazy blue mountains adorned one wall which, 
like the others, appeared to be very light coloured wood. The polished floor, also 
wood, was darker but had no rug or carpet. The effect was austere but in no way 
inhibiting. Angela felt she wasn’t going to be awake for long to bother about what 
the room lacked. 

‘wish you a pleasant and relaxed sleep, Angela. When you wake go back 
to the meeting room as Mary said.’ 

He closed the door. Briefly Angela wondered about locks but decided 
there wouldn’t be any need otherwise she would have been told. She felt the 
material of the black suit she was wearing and looked for a mirror to check her 
appearance. There was none; but the fact kickstarted a train of thought from her 
experience in the arcade; one’s appearance should be for others to appreciate, 
sO gazing at oneself, alone, would be self orientated. 

| can live with that, she concluded. Now, shall | undress or do the quick 
change routine? 

Because it was so novel she elected for the latter and laughed gently 
when her suit lay on the chair and she was wearing her so familiar pyjamas. She 
had no inclination whatsoever of wanting to wash, or do her hair, or visit the loo. 
Given that so much of her experiences so far had been so familiar she was 
surprised there was no vestigial feeling of the need for bodily functions or 
hygiene. That led her to unbutton her top and look at and feel her body. It 
seemed entirely normal, though she could see there were no blemishes and her 
skin could so easily be a perfect subject for a cosmetic advert. Briefly she 
removed the pyjama bottoms and regarded her legs — as she found when 
Matthew challenged her to look her shins were smooth and unmarked. 

‘My butterfly! | wonder whether that’s still with me?’ she said aloud, 
remembering a youthful prank when a group from her boarding school had 
pledged eternal friendship, the secret mark of which was to be a small butterfly 
each then had tattooed on their left buttocks. But without a mirror and unable to 
contort herself to get the slightest side view, she was unable to check its 
existence. 

‘lll bet it isn’t there,’ she decided. In that she was correct. 

Giggling with the memory of another youthful encounter when a friend had 
tried to minimise the tattoo by scrubbing it with a pumice stone and she had 
meanwhile responded to the torture by spanking her with a hairbrush, she slid 
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into the bed. Immediately she felt her body totally cocooned and floating in a 
most amazing experience of deep relaxation. Her last thought was that if she 
could bottle that and sell it on earth she’d make a fortune. 

Before each newcomer fell into the same dreamless sleep, each also 
explored their bodies. They found them perfect, though also as familiar as their 
physical bodies had been on earth. Malcolm’s had no vestige of the wasting 
decline he had lived with in his last years and Leroy found no knife wounds. 
Carlton, feeling a return of youthful vigour, tried to masturbate but without any 
resulting feeling whatsoever. He dismissed the sudden thought that alone it was 
entirely self orientated. Jennifer looked hard at her wrists for signs of the 
handcuffs she had snapped on them behind her back after pulling tight and 
knotting the strings of a plastic bag she had put over her head. She was pleased 
to see there was no residual evidence, though she was surprised to see her skin 
appeared greyish rather than slightly pink. Roger looked hard at his midriff where 
Anne had teased him about his developing middle aged spread and was pleased 
to note his waist was shapely above his hips. He also ran a finger round his 
mouth again to check that he really did have a full set of teeth devoid of dentures. 


The receivers reconvened in the meeting room. 

‘Typical mixture,’ said Matthew.’ 

‘Each will struggle to decide which way they want to go. For them the 
second phase will seem a long time,’ said Rachel. 

Tll see you guys when our charges awaken,’ Adam announced. ‘I’m 
needed at home to help my wife. She’s hosting our group for a meeting 
considering redeveloping our church building.’ 

‘Don't you have a tree cathedral?’ 

‘That’s one of the considerations.’ 

‘Worshiping the Creator is enhanced in a growing environment, | feel. | 
admit the way we can build is a highly creative joint activity, from the appearance 
of the basic material for bricks, fashioning them with our hands whilst using 
thought, through to final construction, but | prefer living walls.’ 

‘Our group enjoys creating through thought planning,’ put in Mark. ‘We 
repeatedly get new ideas from those who were architects on earth, so we plan 
and revise until we feel everything is perfect, then embrace as a team and keep 
minds focused on the plans. The building, or whatever, then appears. As we use 
it ideas for further changes are put forward, of course, so we adapt it or let it 
disappear and start afresh.’ 

‘Ah, the joys of living in heaven,’ enthused Matthew, ‘especially the fact 
that everything can be as permanent as we want it to be. | wonder how often on 
earth | said, That'll have to do for now, when making or mending, knowing 
whatever it was wouldn't last. Everything here is perpetually renewed, including 
our strengths.’ 

‘| couldn’t keep going with our gigs if it were otherwise, that’s for sure,’ 
said Josh. ‘I must have played at thousands since making the change.’ 
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‘You know your music isn’t to my taste,’ said Matthew, ‘but I’m sure your 
society makes a truly mellifluous sound to anyone approaching it, as do all in our 
heaven. The ultimate in harmony!’ 

‘Like the rest of us, | Know that what sound is heard depends on the 
listener,’ returned Josh, smiling, ‘so if | come to your group, Matthew, I’d hear a 
great new sound we could adapt for our gigs.’ 

‘And I’d probably recognise yours as a new sound from one of the 
classicists. | wonder how much music my favourite has produced since leaving 
earth?’ 

‘Or how many concerts there’ve been for his new music. We all know who 
he is,’ laughed Mary, ‘you never tire of telling us! There again, | never tire of 
listening to him. Alright, I'll say it for you, Matthew,’ she laughed again, ‘that’s 
because my interest is perpetually renewed as well. Isn't the Creator absolutely 
marvellous?’ 

‘So say we all. OK, guys, see you later.’ Adam inclined his head towards 
the others and was gone. 

‘| guess none of us wants to wait here. Home is far more pleasant,’ said 
Rachel. 

The others nodded in agreement and the room was empty. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


‘You have a choice; you can go again to Welcome Square to see whom 
you'll meet on this occasion; you can return to the activity you found before you 
rested, or you can listen to a talk. The reason we offer that is because most 
newcomers from earth have innumerable questions about life now they are able 
to look at it from the viewpoint of this permanent stage. So it affords a means of 
answering many of these in an organised way, rather than leaving each 
individual to fill in the details by putting all those questions to anyone and 
everyone he or she meets.’ 

Matthew was speaking to the group when they met again after their first 
experience of sleep. None had dreamed but each felt they had slept deeply. 
They awoke to find their rooms full of light, though not sunshine. The relaxed 
sleep gave their bodies such a feeling of refreshed vigour there was no wish for a 
shower or bath. They dressed in the clothes they had worn previously, using 
whichever method they preferred, leaving their nightclothes on the bedside chairs 
or the bed. Each of the men ignored the bedclothes but Angela and Jennifer 
thought about making their beds. Neither was particularly surprised, however, 
when that chore became unnecessary. 

They opened their doors to find the others either doing the same or 
walking along the corridor towards the stairs. Mildly surprised at the accuracy of 
the receivers’ assertion that this would be so, they made their way to the meeting 
room chatting to one another. There they found the table well stocked with food, 
fruit and small loaves, with cups and glasses containing varied drinks, some hot, 
some cold. Those who on earth had enjoyed breakfast did so here, revelling in 
the taste of whatever they chose. Angela and Roger, who only drank coffee at 
the start of every day, selected cups and found them filled with very warm but not 
too hot black coffee ideal to their taste. 

‘The talk isn’t particularly formal,’ explained Rachel, ‘and we find many 
newcomers want to go. Other people from groups similar to yours will be there, 
but you have the advantage of knowing the speaker, because it will be Matthew.‘ 

Eyes swivelled in unison in his direction to which he responded with a 
deprecating smile. ‘Do we have the opportunity of going to the lecture on 
another occasion if we decide not to do so now?’ asked Carlton. 

‘Yes, it is repeated frequently,’ Rachel answered, ‘but you may find it 
useful to go before continuing your experiences here. You'll be involved with 
those for as long as you remain in the second phase, so there’s no urgency 
because there’s no timescale. Nevertheless you're free to do as you wish.’ 

Carlton’s instinct was to continue probing for a timetable of events which 
awaited them, but thoughts prompted him to be patient. He admitted that so far, 
despite his initial reaction, his experience had been generally pleasurable. He 
decided the talk would answer some of his burgeoning questions so a return to 
the delights of Sarah and her golf course could be postponed. In the event, each 
member of the group came to the same decision. 

‘Suits me. When do we goo, an’ where? ‘Ow do we know when it’s gonna 
begin?’ 
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‘No problem, Leroy, Matthew will take you when everyone is ready,’ 
answered Josh, mindful of his charge. 

Leroy looked around, as did each of the others. The phrase by common 
assent occurred to Roger as they exchanged perceptible nods of agreement that 
they were ready. 

‘Good, follow me, newcomers,’ instructed Matthew, ‘We'll allow the other 
receivers to return to their homes until you need them again.’ 

He led the small file across the foyer to a door which they found gave 
access to a fair sized lecture room with ten curved rows of tiered seats and 
desktops facing towards a single rectangular table. The furniture was light 
coloured wood, the walls a delicate blue. The floor and steps beside the seating 
were fully covered in a deep blue carpet. Although there was no window the 
room was filled with light though no source was visible. 

Many seats were already occupied by other newcomers. Roger scanned 
them keenly as he walked in and decided they were generally older in 
appearance than those in his group, excepting Malcolm. Instinctively he looked 
for a set of six empty spaces so the group could keep together, but already Leroy 
had seen a seat on the front row alongside one exception, a young man of his 
approximate age, and made a beeline for it. Jennifer saw spaces in the last row 
and made for those, selecting a seat that had no one immediately next to it. But 
as she made to sit there she turned, thinking of Angela. She, however, was 
following Roger so they sat down in adjacent seats in the sixth row. 

Carlton turned to Malcolm. ‘Are you happy to follow them?’ he enquired. 

‘Suits me, mate. | don’t have a hearing problem any more.’ 

They settled down, nodding briefly to people on either side. A gentle buzz 
of expectant conversation was modified by concern. By looks on faces Carlton 
surmised there were plenty of other people in the audience eager for answers. 

Matthew strode to the table that was the focus of the room. His eyes 
swept the company, making a brief contact with those of each individual, a feat 
which brought the audience to complete silence. His appearance and posture 
were as imposing as she had found them on her first meeting with him, thought 
Angela. When he spoke his tones were just as warm yet commanding as she 
had experienced. 

|! wonder who he was on earth? she mused. /’m sure his name there 
wasn't Matthew. 

‘Welcome, everyone,’ he began, ‘though | expect by now you’re feeling 
overwhelmed by welcomes. By way of introduction to this talk, I’ll explain that this 
audience comprises a mixture of people from what on earth is called western 
society, though some of you didn’t live in the west. Language can be confusing, 
you'll remember! You’ve been put into groups for your first experiences in the 
second phase of life and you’ve all had just a few of those so far. So you are all 
equal as regards knowledge here. The other point that unites you is that no one 
had significant beliefs in any of the world religions so you have all found your 
new life very surprising. 

A murmur of agreement confirmed his assertion and many grey heads 
nodded, looking at neighbours for agreement as they did so. 
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‘These talks....1 suggest two for starters....are aimed at giving you a short 
overview of creation and life as part of it. However, at the outset | stress that 
knowledge of itself is not important in that scheme. As you’ve already heard, to 
live a useful life in heaven, and it would be impossible to live a non-useful life 
there, you need only to have produced a core character on earth that shows one 
or more of the following traits. First, one that likes keeping to society’s rules, 
whether society is seen at large or small scale. Second, that likes helping other 
people - and by that | mean anyone, not just ones you select - to live life as 
successfully as possible to the best of your understanding of what constitutes a 
socially acceptable life. Third, that you really appreciate what the Creator has 
done for you and acknowledge Him as central to your existence. 

‘You don’t need detailed knowledge of creation to fulfil the Creator’s 
purpose. However, for reasons | shall demonstrate, most people from earth have 
developed great curiosity, hence the major divisions of knowledge, especially 
science, for example. So these talks should provide some answers, some of 
which you may find surprising. As an aside, | can say that even though your 
individual levels of intelligence and understanding varied on earth, here your 
minds are capable of understanding whatever you want to understand. 
Motivation is the key differential, not IQ! 

‘T'll begin by putting into perspective the relationship between what people 
call the known universe and the life you are now experiencing. You may imagine 
this as a universe parallel to the physical one, and from which the latter derives 
its power at the greatest and smallest levels, though actually they aren’t distinctly 
separate. It’s well known that the latter has a large proportion of something that 
cannot be detected by present methods on earth but which has an effect upon it. 
The terms ‘dark energy’ and ‘dark matter’ have been used, but they’re totally 
inappropriate here where light has a quality you never saw on earth. Perhaps it’s 
better to think of the division between the phases of life as being on different 
planes — physical and spiritual. The snag with using the term spiritual is that often 
people then imagine something insubstantial; from spiritual they jump to spirits 
and thence to ghosts. I’m sure you'll agree there is absolutely nothing 
insubstantial about you, me and our surroundings here! 

Empathetic laughter greeted this notion. Leroy, who had quickly reached 
an affinity with his young neighbour, smacked a hand on his own thigh. 

‘Bloody good muscles there, eh? Kick a good penalty they could, an’ all.’ 
More laughter rippled through the audience. 

‘Football doesn’t have penalties here, mate. Haven’t you heard?’ replied 
the other. 

Matthew agreed. ‘However, let’s not get into such details now. The point | 
want you to realise is that there is one thing that exists in both planes 
simultaneously — your minds. This, of course, is for the duration of your life in 
your physical body on earth. When that stops functioning your mind continues in 
the body that becomes manifest on this plane to contain it. The crucial point is 
that the real you is your mind and that above all else is the key element in the 
Creator’s purpose. 
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‘Whilst on earth, normally, no one has experience of their mind in the 
spiritual plane — their five spiritual senses are dormant. If your physical senses 
were dormant on earth you could have no awareness of anything in the physical 
world. In fact that’s what occurs when your physical body stops functioning and is 
why you now have no experience of earthly life. 

‘In the event that anyone still has wonderment that this plane, this phase 
of life, can possibly exist compared to the solidity of the physical body and 
everything in the natural world and the whole universe, let me remind you that on 
earth much is not what it seems. You knew this when you were there. Absolutely 
everything is made up of atoms, all solids, liquids and gasses — and the most 
abundant thing in an atom is space. That’s true even of the nucleus of every 
atom. Even when you get down to the basic elementary particles you find they 
can either have mass or the properties of a wave depending on how you look at 
them. Don’t forget that was true of everything that comprised your physical body. 
Even that wasn’t what it seemed because virtually all the cells in it died and were 
replaced a number of times during your lifetime. 

‘Then again, remember that wherever you were at any moment, you were 
actually moving at considerable speeds in at least four different directions! 
Depending on where you lived you could be travelling at up to a thousand plus 
miles an hour as the earth revolved. That lessened if you lived nearer the poles 
of course. 

‘Yeah, | once read that if yow stood at the south pole for a day yow’d just 
turn round on the spot.’ Leroy, engrossed in Matthew's explanation, couldn't 
avoid giving voice. 

Matthew smiled. ‘Right, my friend. But the earth revolves round the sun at 
around sixty thousand miles an hour as well. To combine those movements you 
have to imagine you’re turning round and round whilst walking round the edge of 
a room. Then, of course, the whole solar system, located in one of the great 
galactic arms, is moving round a point at its centre. Finally the galaxy is moving 
as it has done since the big bang — outwards if you like as the universe continues 
to expand. There is then the further possibility that there are other 
universes....but as humans haven’t been able to establish that yet, our 
knowledge here is limited to the same extent. Perhaps newcomers yet to come 
will bring further explanation, though, as | said, knowledge of itself is unimportant 
here. 

‘Just consider light in the universe. It’s speed is constant no matter from 
where you look at it. Then consider what it is — a wave, by which people can see 
and examine everything, even judge the size of the universe. Then think of the 
strange situation you’d have been in if you travelled almost at the speed of light 
away from your earthly home — you would hardly age but everyone you left 
behind would continue to grow old, and die. Some of you may want to follow up 
that notion on another occasion because it carries a key to one aspect of the link 
between this phase of life and the physical plane. 

‘Carry on to consider the four fundamental forces in the physical universe 
— gravity, electromagnetism and the strong and weak interactive forces operating 
at both macro and micro levels from galactic interaction to atomic nuclei. They, of 
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course, make the universe possible and keep it functioning. Everything, 
everwhere, is energy — manifest from the power of the infinite. 

‘Consider also the fact that on the physical plane everything goes through 
the cycle of beginning, existing, then disintegrating. The process has been called 
chaos theory, the notion that all physical entities gradually decline from complex 
to simple structures and then are reconstituted again into new structures. It’s true 
of all materials, it’s true of all forms of physical life, it’s true of planets, suns, 
galaxies and, logically, universes. 

‘lL emphasise, therefore, that the existence of this plane is no more fanciful 
than the structure of the physical universe however and wherever you look. And 
the fact that there are organising patterns wherever you look ought at least to 
have made you think about creation on earth, even though there were, and are, 
so many conflicting ideas about it. 

Carlton, remembering his first reaction to Adam and his group’s receivers, 
quietly admitted to himself that he’d been out of order. Alongside him, Malcolm 
picked up the vibes and looked directly at him. 

‘| sure went over the top, didn’t I?’ Carlton whispered. 

‘Yep, but it makes no odds, mate. That wasn’t really you, was it?’ 

‘ll now turn to that key element in the Creator’s purpose — human beings. 
But in thinking about us you must bear in mind the vastness of the universe, the 
truly awesome power involved in galactic, star and planet formation as well as 
the fact that the creative power is infinite. The snag to fully comprehending that is 
we cannot, because we’re finite! Nevertheless we can try to understand partially 
— there’s a saying throughout the heavens, which may have been quoted to you 
already, that there’s influx into effort. The more you try the more you achieve — 
you may have felt that on earth and hopefully made it part of your life. The influx 
comes from the Creator of course and, by the way, it’s especially active when 
you are trying to help others. Your life can be laced with it, which is why so many 
of us truly appreciate Him as the source of our lives.’ 

Matthew’s expression radiated the intense pleasure which all could see 
formed the core of his personality as he swept his audience with instantaneous 
individual eye contact. Angela marvelled at the skill which many lecturers she 
had known yearned for. On earth the only way to achieve that, she recognised, 
was through the medium of television using the single audience eye of the 
camera. She also recognised that he was giving a demonstration of the very 
point he was making. But she quickly switched back her concentration as he 
continued. 

‘The universe has billions of planets on which there are humans. The 
earth carries just a very small section. Creation in the universe involves 
everything you’ve ever read about or studied, so you should know there’s a 
fantastic number of stars, suns, many of which have planets though many also 
do not. Not all the planets have humans, and those that have don’t have them for 
ever. As I’ve just said, planets disintegrate as their stars die, new stars are born 
and new planets coalesce, some to sustain life and continue the cycle of rebirth. 
Think of it as the vast explosion of seeds you can see on earth on a summer's 
day, or of coral eggs and sperm in the sea, not all reach situations in which they 
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can develop, but many do. Then multiply the individuals in those exploding 
clouds by any vast number you want to imagine.....’ 

‘Like a googol, eh? That’s why those chaps called their search engine 
“Google”. What a success that was!’ exclaimed Carlton. 

‘....and is, of course,’ said Matthew, following the aside. ‘It and others help 
a great number of people in so many ways that have never existed before on 
earth, through the world wide web and developments from it. 

‘Creation’s end result is the production of a universe in which the key 
element is the human race, and the core of that is the human mind which can 
exist temporarily on the physical plane as well as on the spiritual one, then 
permanently in the latter where each can return something of creation to its 
source, thus completing a never-ending cycle. What is very difficult for you to 
grasp whilst you’re in this second phase is the notion that this process has no 
start and finish — creation is truly eternal. It becomes slightly easier to understand 
from the perspective of heaven where we consider life is lived only in the 
present. 

‘Obviously you will Know that on the physical plane the development of 
human bodies takes a long time, viewed on any one planet. You now realise that 
the physical body isn’t the real person, so the mind is created and added at a 
point in time. That’s true of the whole human race as well as each individual. I'll 
come to more about that later. Creatures develop from the very earliest life forms 
and it may take ages, as it did on earth, for human bodies to develop. You’ve 
been told that heaven, as far as function is concerned, acts like a complete 
human being. Hence, when the creative force acts through it, as the interface 
between the infinite and the finite physical plane, development of life forms on all 
planets that sustain life ultimately results in human bodies. Then at some stage 
minds, or souls, are created to manifest the Creator’s purpose. Socially the 
humans may live simple lives, but they are given intuitive awareness of the fact 
that life continues beyond the limited phase in time. They have a natural affinity 
with other people, as you may know because so called ‘trust centres’ have been 
identified in human brains. However, crucially, they have free will because the 
Creator's purpose is to have the heavenly phase of life filled with willing 
supporters, not driven people nor automata. 

The notion that somehow the human mind develops as brains do is wrong. 
The brain certainly is the vessel through which the mind functions in the physical 
body. But no amount of natural development will turn an animal’s mind into an 
immortal human one. So the argument between so called creation theories and 
development by natural selection isn’t necessary. Both views are correct, though 
from the different standpoints of mind and body. 

‘The shocking news is that, solely on earth, humans thwarted the 
Creator's purpose by using their free will for themselves. It was a gradual 
process by which more and more turned to selfish activities rather than group 
orientated ones. In time that led to quarrels between groups and thence to fights 
and killings. Of course, that meant the strongest individuals were most successful 
in their worldly terms and, through the process of heredity, passed on those traits 
to their offspring, thus exacerbating the problem. That then produced a further 
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problem in this phase of life, because increasing numbers came here opposed to 
a heavenly life and so elected to live in hell. Because people living here provide 
the channel for the energy of creation to their particular planet — though no one is 
aware of it — with more and more living in hell and fewer entering heaven, the 
result was greater hellish and less heavenly influence amongst people on earth, 
so they became even more inclined towards themselves. Over time that became 
so critical there was a danger of free will being totally lost. Something had to be 
done — so the unique space/time rescue mission occurred. The Creator 
engineered an appearance on the physical plane where the hellish influence 
could be confronted and defeated. Since then, which was only a very short time 
ago in earthly terms, every person’s free will has been protected again. 

Matthew paused and raked his audience with searching eyes. 

‘As yours was. The question you now face is what you did with it,’ he 
concluded. 

In the silence that followed every person in the room buried him or herself 
in thought. No one had met such ideas before, assuming that human existence 
had developed from primitive animal state through to its present by developing 
awareness of mind and increasing intellect. Most were torn between trying to put 
what Matthew had told them into context with what they had learned about 
human development through education, books and television programmes and 
what it meant for them individually. How did this square with ancient history? 
When he referred to a rescue mission was he just dressing up the appearance of 
Jesus Christ in modern terms for the sake of effect? Angela wondered whether 
she should have gone to church more frequently, as did others. 

Gradually their attention reverted to Matthew but he made no attempt to 
continue. Roger frowned briefly, unsure whether he had been listening for just a 
short while, or longer. Can't get time out of my head, yet, he thought. Finally, 
Matthew said, 

‘| suggest we take a break. If you go back to the foyer you'll find 
refreshments there as usual, though some of you may prefer to walk outside. I’m 
not going to take questions because I’m sure you'll talk amongst yourselves 
about what I’ve said and certainly you'll talk again to your receivers. As | said at 
the beginning, this is a very brief overview. There is much more to think about if 
you want to do so. When you feel you want to return, you'll find everyone else 
who feels the same will come in with you. As you know, there’s no need to set a 
time. No clocks, you see!’ 

With a broad smile and a very positive wink he left, leaving the audience 
looking at the spot where he had been. Becoming more used to such changes 
they stood and made their way back to the foyer where Leroy, for one, was 
delighted to see a table on which silver tankards stood. He strode over to it and 
peered into one. He smelt the unmistakable aroma of beer, so picked it up and 
tasted gratefully. It was superb. 

‘Oi, Roger, come an’ get a load o’ this! Beats M&B anyday! 

Roger heard the hail and moved alongside his young friend. ‘What’s 
M&B?’ 
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‘Mitchells and Butler — oh, yeah, it’s a midland brewery. | don’t suppose 
yow got it where yow lived. Anyroad, this is great. ‘Ere, ‘ave one.’ 

He handed a tankard to Roger who tasted the contents and heartily 
agreed. ‘It’s beautiful. | like the tank as well — looks like pewter, though | never 
used one on earth.’ 

‘Nor me, mate. But they ‘ad ‘em in the board room at our works. Managers 
only, o’ course! If only some on ‘em could see me now!’ 

There was a general move to collect drinks, each person finding whatever 
he or she wanted. Few chose food and Jennifer, standing quietly to one side, 
noticed that as most people moved out through the main door the table had 
much less on it as they went. She recognised the explanation that whatever is 
available is whatever you want. 

| wonder if all those shops are empty when people aren't there? she 
mused. She looked at her new clothes. How often will | decide to change these, 
like they said | could? She thought again. /s there any point to it? Will | want new 
ones over and over again? Still....1 have to admit | rather like the idea at present. 

Outside people moved about in twos and threes alongside pristine strips 
of lawn and blossoming flower beds. Snatches of conversation reached Angela 
as she wandered alone, head down, considering Matthew’s talk which had 
greatly enlarged what he had told her when she first arrived. 

‘Frankly, I’m more confused than ever.’ 

‘| suppose he was talking about Jesus. Seems the Christians were right 
after all.’ 

‘| wonder. He didn’t mention the Bible at all.’ 

‘Is that because, like he said, no one in the audience had much faith on 
earth?’ 

‘| read they’ve traced humans back to a single individual in Africa. Is this 
chap saying he was the first bloke to come here after he died? If so he must have 
been lonely to begin with!’ 

‘But he said there are planets with humans all over the universe. He could 
have joined some of them.’ 

‘That'd be weird — surely their lives would be different from earth.’ 

‘Aliens — | wonder what they're like? Do we get to meet any of them, | 
wonder?’ 

‘What made the first people on earth stop being nice to one another?’ 

‘Do you think the Neanderthals were the nice people, then the group we’re 
descended from came along and pushed them until they died off?’ 

‘Do you mean homo sapiens? That’s who we were, isn’t that right?’ 

‘We still are....’ 

She moved away, reluctant to hear more to add to her own confusion. She 
began to realise how great was her mental turmoil whilst accepting there was no 
urgency to settle it. There would be plenty of new experiences to undergo, she 
decided, and much more to understand. But what had she made of her life and 
what could she possibly do here? What did she want to do — that was the key 
issue — and how was she going to decide that? 
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Her thoughts drifted to her childhood. She had never felt close to her 
parents as far as she could remember. It was the same with the nannies she’d 
had, though one did stand out. Nanny Beckwith. Angela smiled wanly as she 
remembered a kind face and a warmth she’d never felt from her mother. Then 
boarding schools. Without much in the way of friends at home she’d entered 
school as a loner, but having a strong personality soon turned that into 
independence. She remembered making friends with girls she could manipulate 
to her advantage. Quite conscious decisions, she admitted. Urania, who had a 
French mother and therefore spoke French fluently, so Angela inveigled her into 
amusing sound bite conversations from which she picked up an excellent accent 
which helped enormously when oral exams came along. Then there were the 
three who were always short of money, unlike Angela whose mother 
compensated for lack of affection with a ready supply of cash. Lending to the 
three impecunious ones at a reasonable rate of interest furnished her first 
experience of business. 

Mother and father — I'd totally forgotten. They died, so they must be here 
somewhere. | wonder whether we'll meet? Do | want to see them again? Would 
they want to see me....oh, what did | do with my life? Did | ever really think it 
through? Why did I run my business — was it just for me and making a living, or 
did | truly want to help my clients? 

She looked up and focused on the others. She felt she wanted to return 
and as she did so everyone else started to move back. It was uncanny — rather 
like shoals of fish she’d seen in nature programs on television. 

‘Group dynamics,’ she muttered. ‘Do | want to be part of that?’ 

They retraced steps to the lecture room where Matthew was waiting and 
slowly filled the seats again. This time there was hardly any conversation. Angela 
sensed that everyone, like herself, was wondering what else would be 
forthcoming and whether it would provide answers. 

‘I'll treat this session as the second of two parts,’ Matthew announced. ‘I’ll 
give another talk on your to-morrow which will have a different theme. After that 
you probably won't want to hear me again for a while, but when you do feel the 
need | shall get the message. Oh, the wonders of communication in this 
dimension — and it’s all free! No airtime charges, no mobile phones ringing to 
chase you. Perfect bliss!’ 

He chuckled mischievously and his listeners rightly guessed his quips 
carried a backhanded compliment to modern technology’s role in bringing people 
closer together. 

‘I'll talk now about two aspects of humans - first the race as we know it on 
earth, and second, the individual. | said earlier that on earth humans caused a 
major problem for the Creator’s purpose in using their free will for selfish reasons 
and this led to potential disaster. The earliest people given permanent existence 
lived what we arrogantly call very primitive lives, yet they were group orientated, 
loving and caring for one another. They were also given an intuitive idea that 
death of the physical body was not the end of life. In fact, to help that notion, they 
had simple experiences of the second phase of life. The boundary between the 
two planes was less distinct than it was for you and me. You'll know if you read 
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accounts or watched documentaries about early humans that their lives didn’t 
alter much for a very long time indeed, thousands of years longer than modern 
man. Although numerically small the race fulfilled the Creator's purpose very 
effectively. 

‘When you think about it, it is amazing that the Creator provides for the 
beginning of a new human life to start in the physical world. However, the 
permanent element has to start in this dimension. The two are fused at a 
particular point in time, which is physical, of course. So when the early human 
bodies finally developed beyond the animal stage under the influence of the 
creative process passing through the ‘great human’, i.e. heaven, that became 
possible. It wasn’t absolutely precise; some individuals who were nearly human 
gained permanence and do live in heaven. But the first true humans able to cross 
into this plane were small groups way back in history. 

‘The fact that the development of the human race occurs on myriads of 
planets as and when they are capable of supporting that life is mind boggling to 
many newcomers from earth. But, as | mentioned before, only on earth has the 
race turned to selfish ends. It was a gradual process, of course, but as more and 
more individuals did so they produced offspring genetically and_ socially 
influenced similarly, so matters spiralled downwards. Twisted natures gave rise 
to increasing arrogance — a fact which inevitably continues to plague mankind. 
On this plane that led to exactly the opposite of how matters had been — instead 
of there being a steady flow of people into heaven, there was an ever increasing 
flow of arrivals to whom that would have been permanent torture, and the Creator 
would never provide that. Hell is the state those individuals chose. 

On earth, the more people fought one another group by group the more 
they had to develop different ways of life. Better weapons to kill, language to 
communicate. Of course, such personalities effectively closed the intuitive link 
between this and the physical plane. Human minds retained free will and thought 
but they had to specify for themselves what was the right way to live and decide 
whether they wanted to follow it. They continued to have notions of an eternal life 
but they enlarged these into many schemes as you'll know from the history of 
early civilisations. In fact, such history which humans believe demonstrates 
increasing knowledge and sophistication is actually decline from the Creator’s 
purpose. Consider the Egyptians’ view of death and the afterlife; think of the 
Greeks’ panoply of gods; the Norse gods; those of the Romans; the Chinese; the 
Mayans, and so on. All societies developed complex notions of immortality, 
populated by deities of their own devising. Becoming increasingly self-orientated 
they developed technology, the outcome of much of which concerned war and 
the worship of their invented gods. They even tried to bridge the gap between the 
planes again by pretending their leaders could become gods and so negotiate 
better lives for their people. 

‘| mentioned arrogance. That became one of the worst features of human 
personality on earth and through heredity and nurture was increasingly passed 
down through countless generations, as is still the case. Consider how, when 
they had developed written language skills, which enabled more widespread 
transmission of ideas, they thought of themselves in the cosmos. Right in the 
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centre! To them there was only earth; arrayed around it were the sun, moon, 
stars and heavens. Gradually as they realised this was far from correct, and they 
discovered the vast extent of the universe, they posed the question, ‘Are we 
alone?’ When some people accepted the likelihood of many planets, they 
questioned, if there were people on them at all, what they might be like. Aliens, 
alien life forms, mostly presumed to be warlike — ah, the stuff of fiction! Then 
came the search for extra terrestrial intelligence with, of course, the assumption 
that other people would bound to be technologically capable of sending 
messages. But the reason no signals have been received isn’t because there are 
no other people, it’s because their lives are far simpler, peaceful and more in 
tune with the Creator’s purpose.’ 

Murmurs of incredulity rippled through the audience, but Matthew 
continued regardless. 

‘Oh yes, people from earth find that amazing, having become accustomed 
to the importance of knowledge and the level of scientific and technological skills 
they’ve developed. Yet the reason that has occurred is because, having so 
nearly closed the route to heaven that the Creator had to reopen it, humans on 
earth could then follow that way only through reaching an understanding of the 
nature of His purpose. To do that, better knowledge was necessary, so since His 
comparatively recent manifestation that has increased exponentially. 
Nevertheless they have free will and have to decide for themselves what the 
Creator's purpose is, even whether He exists and, if so, whether there is a 
continuation of life. If those and similar fundamental questions could be 
answered affirmatively now, humans would no longer have completely free will — 
and that would negate the purpose of a heaven filled with willing, free souls. So 
there has to be doubt. 

Matthew scanned his audience, lifted an eyebrow and turned his head 
with a wry smile. 

‘| said at the outset this was a brief introduction, so I’m well aware that in 
giving some explanations of the nature of life you'll feel I’m raising more 
questions. That’s inevitable. Life is complex; the universe is complex, the plane 
you've just entered is certainly complex, but | also pointed out that the lives of 
individuals can be elegantly simple in_ fulfilling the Creator's purpose. 
Nevertheless, you'll continue to find out more about the background as you 
undergo new experiences here. 

‘ll conclude with the second aspect of humans | want you to consider — 
the individual. As | said, it's amazing that the Creator provided the means for a 
new life to begin on the physical plane. But the eternal element, which I’ve 
pointed out constitutes the real person, is created here because, as you are now 
aware, that’s where you live permanently. So there is a point in time when for the 
individual the two are fused. As with so many things on the physical plane it isn’t 
absolutely precise, but usually it occurs when the embryo’s heart starts beating. 
You'll Know, of course, that for various reasons a particular embryo may not be 
born to a life on earth. So on this plane the essence that is that life returns 
directly to the Creator. But once the embryo is complete, so that if it were born 
prematurely it has the potential to live, but doesn’t, then it will appear in heaven 
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as a separate individual and will be looked after by people here as committed as 
those doctors and nurses on earth who look after prematurely born babies. It 
goes directly to heaven, as do all children irrespective of what happened to them 
on earth because they haven’t reached the stage of adult rationality and 
responsibility. Of course, if the embryo has some health defect that is of no 
consequence. All bodies are correctly formed on this plane, as you'll have 
noticed. 

‘That's for sure,’ called a voice from the front row, an arm waving in 
emphasis. ‘I lost this one in an explosion at work ages ago. You can’t believe 
how great it is to have two again.’ 

A rattle of applause erupted from parts of the audience, demonstrating 
that quite a number of people had others’ interests at heart. Matthew beamed his 
pleasure. 

‘Tl finish with one further point about the individual. I’ve explained that the 
Creator rescued earth humans by fixing an appearance in the physical plane. 
Because so many people on arriving here were choosing to live in hell, and 
because life flows through there as well as heaven to that plane, there was a real 
danger of hellish influence totally overcoming humans on earth. It was only at 
that level that influence could be confronted and rebutted because that’s where 
life begins. The Creator, however, is infinite. So He had to become manifest at 
the human, worldly level, to confront hellish influence as an individual. Hence the 
appearance of Jesus Christ. 

‘But remember though He was born normally — obviously there is no other 
way — that embryo did not begin as has every other human in the entire universe. 
So although His body appeared exactly the same as everyone else’s and 
certainly could and did experience everything any human can, nevertheless it 
was not entirely the same. So, for example, though He could experience every 
human emotion including sexual desire, nevertheless it would have been 
impossible to pass on the body’s genes. 

Now I'll enter a caveat at this point. Though I’ve given you plenty of 
information, and could give you much more, you musn’t assume that | know 
everything! Not only would that be greatly arrogant of me to pretend so, it would 
be impossible, of course. Much of what we receivers know came from a phase 
wide project that was arranged to enlighten us, though it occurred, as people on 
earth would consider, many centuries after the advent of Jesus Christ on earth. It 
was, in effect, the Creator's second advent, though His coming was a matter of 
disseminating here knowledge of the state of people on and from earth, not a 
personal appearance. On earth some people have assumed He would appear 
there again. However, you can appreciate that to do so would mean the first 
event was not entirely successful. Such would be impossible because the 
Creator does not fail, ever, to eternity, because He is infinite. 

‘| learned what | know from people who experienced that project. You, in 
your turn, need to understand and appreciate the system as far as you can, 
which is what | and your other receivers are trying to help you do, albeit within 
the limitations of our understanding. 
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‘So | can only give you what we think happened after men killed His 
earthly body. When people saw Him afterwards we believe that was because, 
briefly, their dormant senses in this plane were activated and they became aware 
of His immortal body in this second phase, though seeming to be on earth 
because appearances are similar, as you know. The ability of someone to feel 
apparent wounds from His physical body was a function of that person’s 
expectation; just as the star that heralded His appearance on earth was a 
function of some visitors’ anticipation and their being given awareness of an 
event triggered in this dimension. | believe it’s logical to assume His physical 
body underwent absolute entropy, dissipating into the basic atoms, hence 
apparently disappearing. Some friends in my group think that’s why a shroud 
carries an unusual image thought to be that of Jesus Christ’s body, though 
newcomers have told me tests suggest it’s likely to be a forgery. | wonder? 

‘However, that’s not important. What is, is that finally His ascension, again 
seen by people briefly conscious in the second phase, was the occasion of His 
human creation, i.e. a mind that had totally rebutted every scrap of hellish 
influence, being united with His infinite being. Certainly, in heaven, we 
understand that as His humanity being made Divine. 

‘But be that as it may - all of you in this room took little notice of religious 
beliefs on earth. Had you, as children, been taught any one of the many sets of 
beliefs there are, you would, as adults, have held to those according to how 
determined you were to live by them. What develops in children is conscience — 
and how well that emerges depends upon the people who do the teaching; 
parents particularly, but also schoolteachers, religious teachers, other adults with 
whom an individual child is in frequent contact, and so on. All such people have a 
key responsibility in this process. 

‘For many children the responsible people are easily recognisable, but 
imagine children who are bereft of parents, who live on streets, who gather in 
lawless gangs, who scavenge waste dumps created by affluent society, who are 
used as sex objects and instruments — these children also develop consciences. 
Some, bless them, still help others as well as themselves. But if others do not 
and so become intensely self-orientated and therefore reject living in heaven 
when they are here, the fault in obstructing the Creator’s purpose lies with those 
who could and should have ensured those children did not get into those 
situations in the first place, or once they were there, did nothing to help. 

‘The central point about conscience is that basing one’s life on earth in 
accord with it facilitates the heavenly life option here. To refer to what | said at 
the beginning, conscience very likely shows that one should obey the social 
mores. Amongst those maybe there is the idea that you should do as much as 
you can to help other people - all others, of course. Finally one may have the 
idea that existence is a truly superb gift which is bestowed by the Creator so 
conscience develops the notion that you should do whatever you can to further 
His purpose. 

‘You can put those ideas into the words of many religious belief sets. Had 
you held to any one of them, on arrival here you would feel surrounded by those 
influences because your mind would tune into them. Gradually you would learn 
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more of creation, you would have new experiences and you would face 
challenges to find the basic character you developed according to your 
conscience. Which is exactly what you are doing, albeit without seeing a church 
building, be that a temple, a mosque, a meeting house or whatever. As you know 
from earth you are by no means a minority.’ 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Though the group had not sat together, nor reconvened at the interval, 
they looked for one another in the foyer after Matthew's talk. Other members of 
the audience similarly sought their new acquaintances, then moved outside. 
Quizzical expressions abounded as people tried to judge what others had taken 
from the explanation. Roger waited until Jennifer arrived last, then asked, 

‘What did you make of that? To me he turned history on its head. It seems 
very odd to consider the rise of man as a decline.’ 

‘Humans, please,’ corrected Angela. 

‘Sorry, slip of the tongue. I’m not at all sexist.’ 

‘I’m concerned about the diatribe against arrogance, said Carlton. ‘He 
suggested that was critical in the decline from man....humans’ original state, 
which according to him was ideal. We know our ancestors lived in the old stone 
age for thousands, possibly hundreds of thousands of years. So when someone 
started to use initiative and encouraged others to do the same and took a lead in 
developing better living conditions, they caused problems. Well, they would, 
wouldn’t they, if it meant they had to take charge? You can bet after living one 
way for so long there’d be plenty of folk who'd be against change, there always 
are. If you’re going to drive something you need determination to get the new 
show on the road.’ 

‘But he said when they did that they started to fight others and so started 
the rot,’ said Roger. 

‘He implied that one group, or similarly minded groups, pushed others 
aside to the extent of killing them off,’ said Angela. ‘Then he suggested the 
successful groups passed on their traits to offspring over generations who then 
acted in the same way. In the interval | overheard someone wondering whether 
he was describing homo sapiens getting rid of Neanderthals.’ 

‘We used ter call a gang back ‘ome Neanderthals — cos’ they was a right 
set o’ bastards,’ put in Leroy, for once completely at odds with the discussion. He 
was ignored. 

‘Personally I’m extremely glad I’m descended from the earliest homo 
sapiens, Carlton averred. ‘If it’s a good thing to be grateful to the Creator, then 
I'm delighted to acknowledge Him for giving me intelligence and an inquiring 
mind and the ability to assimilate knowledge so | was able to take on a 
demanding career. If | added a touch of arrogance, then so be it. I’m glad | did.’ 
He looked to the others for further acknowledgement. Roger and Angela seemed 
disposed to give it. Malcolm screwed his mouth, doubting. Jennifer and Leroy 
looked blank. 

‘Seems to me,’ countered Malcolm, ‘he was saying these chaps passed 
on characters that weren't the best, and this went on and on. So even though 
Jesus Christ came and put that right — and | didn’t get exactly how he did that — 
everyone still inherits characters that aren’t best suited to heaven. So, looking at 
meself, for instance, since | was never one for church or anything like that, | ain’t 
got a clue as to whether how | lived my life is going to suit me for living in 
heaven. Like they keep saying, we make the decision. You think you’d naturally 
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want to go there, wouldn’t you, but if we’re stuck with the characters we made on 
earth, I’m beginning to wonder?’ 

Leroy switched on again. ‘| know | want ter go an’ live with me brother 
Benny.’ An’ | Know ‘e’s in ‘eaven, cos ‘e told me.’ 

Jennifer also became alert. ‘That’s something | can’t take - all children go 
straight to heaven. Surely that’s not right? Some of the ones | used to teach were 
anything but angelic! What about the ones who were truly wicked — you know, 
murderers and the like?’ 

‘Quite a point there,’ said Roger. ‘But now you mention children, | didn’t 
see any when we were amongst the crowd either in that square or at the football 
match we went to. Did you notice any, Leroy?’ 

‘Nah, not kids. Saw a few people me own age, | guess. I’m twenny — well, 
was. Yer know what | mean.’ 

Increasingly puzzled looks darted around as each person gauged the 
depth of ignorance of their futures in what was becoming an uncomfortable 
environment. So far each had felt protected by the ambience of their receivers, or 
those they had met on their first excursions. Initial experiences had been 
pleasurable, though the indeterminate nature of their present state in the second 
phase of life pulled at the back of their minds. Matthew's talk had begun to focus 
light on these mental shadows. 

‘What now? 

Roger voiced the comment that each in his or her own way was thinking. 
Then, true to the receivers’ assurance that whenever necessary one or more 
would be available, Mark appeared amongst them. Angela thought he’d walked 
out of the building to join them, but she couldn’t be sure. 

‘So, my friends, your thoughts are in turmoil. Bound to be, of course. As 
we said to each of you on arrival, there’s so much to take in because, by nature, 
you're all naturally curious. But when ideas are presented that run counter to 
what you’ve always accepted, you’re upset. | have to tell you matters will be like 
this for what you'll feel is a long time — a mixture of considerable enjoyment of 
doing things you thoroughly like intertwined with challenges to your thoughts and 
intentions, all laced with consideration about what you did with your lives on earth 
and what you can take from those into your ultimate destination. 

‘Think about this. Your character developed through the stream of 
thoughts you had throughout your life. There’s a tendency to imagine you have 
vast numbers of these, but that’s not so. If you had a completely fresh train of 
thought every five waking seconds, how many would you have in an average 
lifetime? The answer is around a third of a billion — not so many if you compare it 
with figures in national budgets! But of course you didn’t have anything like that 
number of new thoughts, some you revisited over and over again. Some of those 
triggered motivation which you may have translated into action. That’s the 
process of character building: thoughts — motivation — action. The power of 
thought came to you from this dimension with the energy of life which is why your 
thoughts were a mixture of good and evil, outward and inward looking. You, then, 
were free to decide which to act upon. But the power of decision always carries 
personal responsibility. As anyone performs any act, good or bad, they add a 
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brick to their personal edifice. That’s true however great or small the action. If 
evildoers reflected on that and determined to change their ways the earth would 
rapidly become a safer place in which to live. So, what did each of you actually 
construct? 

‘To help you discover that, receivers may take you for one to one 
interviews. We'll help you focus on what use you made of your lives on earth and 
therefore which road you now want to take. No, Angela, it won’t be like a job 
interview, this isn’t a selection process in the sense you were thinking about. It’s 
just part of the sorting out process each of you will follow to make your decision.’ 

Roger laughed as Angela flashed her eyes at Mark’s knowledge of her 
thoughts. ‘They read us like books, don’t they?’ 

‘Partly true. As you’re my responsibility, Roger, I’m going to start with you. 
The rest of you can do the same, or perhaps as you move around you'll meet 
others who will help your analysis. The group can meet again whenever you 
wish.’ 

Roger followed Mark dutifully as they went back inside the building. He led 
across the foyer to another door which he opened to reveal a smallish room with 
two blue armchairs angled towards each other. Mark indicated one and then sat 
in the other so his companion was to his right. His shining white, perfectly fitting 
suit and light blue tie complemented the vibrant colour of the chair, seeming to 
imbue it with enhanced brightness. Roger momentarily glanced at his own grey 
suit. He hadn’t thought much about his clothes since arriving apart from changing 
for the football match. He wondered about his tie. He liked bright colours and so 
used ties to offset the obligatory plain suits required for his office. But now he 
wondered whether it was a touch garish. 

‘As | said when we first met, my function is to help you come to terms with 
your life here. | have no power over you, nor has anyone else. No one can make 
the ultimate decision for you. All I’m going to do is help you review your character 
so you can find what really makes you tick.’ 

‘| don’t think I’m much of a complicated character,’ replied Roger. As | told 
the group, | count myself fortunate. | was brought up in a good home, my parents 
were reasonably well off without being in any sense rich; | feel I’m fairly intelligent 
so did well at school and university. | got good jobs easily and so was able to 
provide a nice house and home for my wife and son. We all had good health as 
well — which is why | was so surprised to find I‘d left earth. | still don’t know how 
that happened. | can’t remember being ill, nor having an accident. The last 
recollection | have is walking out of my house to go to work in the car as usual. 
Then you appeared — and the rest is as | explained; feeling Anne and my son 
Lawrence were with me for a time and Anne telling me that she knew everything 
would be alright and Lawrence saying he’d get his degree just for me....’ 

‘Then you met the people who were your parents on earth. Yes, you were 
fortunate in that as well — people who had loving relationships on earth renew 
those here almost at once. So let’s dig into your character a bit. How did you get 
on with other people?’ 

‘Fine, generally. | think I’m reasonably easy going. We entertained fairly 
often at home, Anne’s friends from her amateur dramatic club, mine from the 
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office, or my works football club. After | stopped playing | became a member of 
the committee, then later, secretary. We had pleasant neighbours, so we used to 
visit each others houses quite often; helped occasionally in each other’s gardens, 
and so on.’ 

‘What about people you didn’t like?’ 

‘How do mean?’ 

‘There must have been some people you met whom you didn’t like. The 
office, for example. Yes, you're thinking about someone, aren't you. Who was 
that?’ 

‘Ah, thought reading again!’ 

‘Only because you make the thoughts plain, my friend. So who was he, or 
she?’ 

‘| was thinking of a man called Giles who seemed jealous of me. | don't 
know why that started, but if he could find fault with me he did so. It didn’t matter 
when he was junior to me, but recently he was promoted so he ranked equal 
though in a different department. The snag was our departments depended on 
regular interchange of data and Giles took various opportunities to complain to 
my boss that my data was late, or inaccurate.’ 

‘So how did you handle that problem?’ 

‘Well, at first | was very annoyed because it made me look stupid, or not 
working properly. I'll admit it bothered me markedly. | took it out on Anne, which 
was unfair, of course. After we had quite a row at home one day, she got me to 
explain what the matter was and suggested | record exactly what | did and when. 
Then when Giles tried to land me in trouble again | confronted him and told him 
that if he did it again | would lay the proof on my boss’s desk. To be honest, | 
think he was surprised I’d reacted so thoroughly. | believe he thought I’d always 
knuckle under.’ 

‘So all was well in the end?’ 

Mark looked directly into Roger’s eyes. 

‘No, I’m sure you can see what was left. | never lost the feeling that my 
boss thought I'd been remiss and that Giles’ complaints forced me to get my act 
together.’ 

‘You didn’t invite your boss or Giles to any of your parties, then?’ 

Nonplussed, Roger replied, ‘No, | didn't.’ 

A silence ensued. Roger wondered whether he should have done, then 
decided that would not have improved relationships as far as he could judge. His 
boss would have felt he was trying to curry favour after inadequate performance 
and Giles probably would have interpreted it as means of showing off his house 
and family. Roger knew that Giles and his wife had a stormy relationship and had 
no children. 

‘Fair enough,’ said Mark. ‘So, what did you do at your office?’ 

‘You mean my work? | was a group designer, that is | co-ordinated the 
work of four other people who designed guidance systems for weapons.’ On 
familiar ground, Roger was happy to enlarge on the setup. ‘There were four 
groups altogether; Giles led another one, recently that is, and we were under the 
direction of a chief designer. As to exactly what we did, that of course was 
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confidential. We were bound by the Official Secrets Act.’ He gave a hollow ironic 
laugh. ‘I don’t suppose that has the slightest relevance to me now!’ 

‘Why did you choose that work?’ 

‘Well, you remember | explained to the group, my first job after university 
was involved with satellite technology. Er, forgive me, but | don’t know whether 
you know.....’ It dawned upon him that he had absolutely no idea of Mark’s 
knowledge of existence on earth, past or present. 

‘Ah, my friend, you’ve given me a thought at last.’ He smiled indulgently. 
‘It's perfectly understandable that when people appear first in this phase of life 
they're only concerned about themselves. The shock of finding life continuing 
produces keen introspection. Yes, we who receive you were also on earth. Our 
personal histories don’t matter, but | can see you’re wondering whether we know 
about changes and developments on earth if we have been here a long time in 
worldly terms. The answer is that individuals can know about all developments if 
they wish from the regular flow of new arrivals. Many, like me, certainly do so. 
However, other people prefer to live here as they did on earth — in their age, if 
you like. Each person follows his or her natural predisposition. It doesn’t matter at 
all to their core personalities. 

‘So, yes, | know about satellite technology and scientific discoveries on 
earth. That’s because | enjoy learning about how humankind has developed 
since the Creator enabled people to reopen the pathway to heaven through 
understanding. Most receivers are the same, though it’s different for those who 
receive people from groups whose lives were virtually untouched by technical 
changes.’ 

‘Ah, tribes who live in forests, for example?’ 

‘Yes — some have changed very little over thousands of years on earth. 
Naturally, therefore, on this plane the appearance of their lives continues 
accordingly. But if individuals from those societies want to change gradually they 
can do so through contacts they make in their heavenly societies.’ 

Roger's thoughts skimmed briefly over the multifarious groups that make 
up all nations on earth with all manner of beliefs or, like himself, doubts. What a 
hotch potch of groupings there must be here. But he’d never truly thought 
through matters of belief. 

‘You were explaining how you came to be involved in weapon systems,’ 
Mark prompted. 

‘Yes. A contact put me in touch with the firm. | realised later | was 
probably sought out deliberately. Anyway, | was interviewed three times over a 
period of a couple of months, then finally called back and offered a job with very 
considerably more money than | was getting. So naturally | took it. I’d got a large 
mortgage and a young son, so who wouldn't?’ 

‘What about the end result of your work?’ 

‘You mean weapons killing people, | suppose?’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘Well,’ Roger eased himself in the chair, ‘of course | knew the effects. But 
no one is going to stop making weapons, not as society is at present. So work is 
going to be available to someone with the right skills. Most of the weapons we 
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were involved with were for defence projects, so | felt | was doing my bit for the 
country.’ 

‘What about your country attacking others with those weapons?’ 

‘Well, any such action stemmed from a decision that was out of my 
hands.’ 

‘How would you have felt if those weapons had been sold to a country 
which then attacked yours and killed your own people — your own family, for 
example?’ 

‘That wasn’t very likely.’ 

‘It has happened frequently, as I’m sure you know but don't like to admit. 
But the real point for you is that you took the job purely for the extra money. 
Right?’ 

‘No, absolutely not! | wouldn’t have stayed with it if | hadn’t enjoyed the 
work. Developing programs was Creative; there were always problems to solve 
so it was mentally stimulating. Had it been boring and repetitive | wouldn't have 
stuck with it no matter how much they paid me.’ 

‘Fair enough - but surely there were many other similar opportunities for 
work that benefited society? Why didn’t you search out those?’ 

Roger cogitated. ‘Il suppose | have to admit | didn’t really give the matter 
much thought. | enjoyed what | did, | felt it helped my country to an extent. After 
all, if | hadn’t taken that job someone else would have. Nations don’t stop making 
armaments.’ 

‘Didn’t it occur to you that if no one undertook such work, no one made 
weapons, wars would become impossible?’ 

At that Roger scoffed derisively. ‘Oh, come off it, that isn’t going to 
happen! I’m sure you know what Matthew told us in his talk — humankind has 
been disposed to fight since as far back as we can discover. You could never get 
everyone to stop having some feelings of belligerence in the face of threats at the 
very least, and many individuals across the world don’t need to experience 
threats before they want to fight. It’s a very natural instinct.’ 

‘But instincts can be modified. Indeed doing that to the naturally selfish 
and evil instincts all individuals now inherit is the key challenge everyone faces 
on earth. Did you try to do that?’ 

‘If you mean did | try to live a civilised life, be law abiding, charitable to my 
friends and neighbours, look after my wife and son to the best of my ability, yes, | 
did.’ Roger felt he had to enter some benefits into the equation which appeared 
to be unravelling negatively. 

‘Ah, law abiding. Always?’ 

‘Yes, | believe so.....’ Roger's hesitancy demonstrated an expectation of 
some other surprising thrust from Mark. It came. 

‘You drove a car?’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘You always obeyed the speed limit?’ 

Roger’s eyes enlarged in amazement. ‘Don’t tell me I’m to be judged on 
the number of times | went over thirty miles an hour in a town, or whatever? 
Frankly, this conversation is becoming rather ridiculous. Of course | didn’t always 


117 


keep absolutely to the limit, neither do most people. But I’m sure | drove 
carefully. | didn’t drive madly; | did show reasonable consideration to other 
people on the road. So as far as I’m concerned I’ve nothing to reproach myself 
with on that score.’ 

Mark directed his powerful eyes directly into Roger’s. ‘No, you’re not being 
judged on that or anything else you did or did not do, as we have told you 
repeatedly. The question is whether the core personality you built up during all 
these activities throughout your earthly life will fit into any society whatsoever 
throughout the vast range of such groups throughout any one of the three major 
levels of heaven. Could you, for example, feel entirely content to be in a group 
whose members never have the slightest inclination to dodge the rules by which 
it is governed? When you’re on your own and know that none of the others can 
see you or will know what you're doing, would you ever want to do something 
that suits you although you know it runs contrary to the rules, or the mores, of 
that society? To put it bluntly, would you always play by the book because that 
what's you love doing?’ 

Roger’s thoughts flicked to the football match he had watched and the 
phrase playing by the book connected. Would he be happy to live without a 
referee.....always...... ? 

‘OK, | get your point. I'll have to think about it.’ 

‘Good. As we told you, this phase of life involves a thorough sorting out 
process, and that’s what you’re beginning now. It’s obvious you didn’t live your 
life in any sense in awe of the Creator or His gift of life to you, so you certainly 
wouldn't want to be permanently with people like me, for example.’ 

‘Well, |.....’ 

‘Mark laughed indulgently. “You don’t offend me, Roger. We receivers fully 
understand that most people from earth would find us and the others we live with 
too overpowering in our dedication to the Creator. Not that we feel we are in a 
way special; it’s just how we are after our lives on earth. But you have shown you 
did try to get on well with other people, albeit those of similar backgrounds and 
attitudes to your own. Probably you kept reasonably to the law — though we didn’t 
mention income tax, did we?’ Mark’s eyes twinkled and Roger blushed briefly. 
‘So, carry on my friend. You'll meet other people from heaven in this phase who'll 
help you decide whether you could live with them permanently. At some point, 
hopefully, you'll find some with whom you'll gel perfectly. Then you'll move into 
their company.’ 

‘And if | don’t.....’ 

‘Then you'll make the best you can of living without being a group 
member, away from heaven. Ask yourself, what occupied your thoughts on earth 
when you were entirely alone? What was your attitude to other people, other 
drivers for example, when you were driving your car alone? Were you 
considerate and courteous? Did you think entirely about doing things for yourself 
when you were alone for days at a time without Anne and Lawrence? If that was 
the life you preferred and really other people just got in your way, that’s how 
you'll want to live here. It’s not what the Creator intended, of course, but it’s the 
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only way you could continue - and continuing is unavoidable, as we’ve told you. 
What the Creator has created cannot be obliterated in this dimension.’ 

‘How exactly am | supposed to live whilst | go through this self- 
examination process? Will our group carry on living here? As | understand 
things, this is our second day here, even though you tell us time isn’t measured.’ 

‘True, but you will continue to experience time to an extent because it was 
so much part of the fabric of your life on earth. As to what the group will do, that 
again is a matter for each member. If you, for example, want to break away and 
live in a house, as you did on earth, you can do so. You can decide whether you 
want to live alone, or with someone else. If the group gels, you may all want to 
move into the same house. You can decide what you want to do throughout your 
stay in this level — what you called work on earth. Obviously you won’t find any 
outlets for weapons guidance systems, as I’m sure you’ve guessed, so perhaps 
you'll turn your hand and mind to something rather more creative. Talk with 
Carlton and Malcolm — you'll find they've begun to explore what they can do 
here, and how they found out. We'll continue this talk whenever you feel you 
want to. I’ll be on hand as long as you want me.’ 

‘Lcan’t imagine ever not wanting you,’ laughed Roger. 

Mark smiled. In his wisdom he knew Roger would not be content in the 
heavenly society which was his home. Nevertheless he also felt that Roger would 
find kindred spirits and decide to settle amongst them. Perhaps even with the 
kindly people who had been his earthly parents whom he knew lived most joyfully 
in a group thoroughly committed to helping others. Indeed, he mused, living with 
previous generations is perfectly normal in this dimension, as people meet their 
earthly ancestors. He knew from other arrivals that learning about ancestors is a 
popular activity on earth. In this dimension, of course, a person can easily meet 
his or her forebears if they want to respond to a newcomer’s overture which here 
is a dynamic process of thought. 

‘Oh, you may get fed up with me, my friend, but others will be there to take 
my place. You may find them rather more easy going and to your tastes!’ 

He placed an empathetic hand on Roger’s shoulder as they stood up and 
left the room. Roger found Carlton and Malcolm sitting in the foyer, drinks in 
hand. They looked up seeing Roger emerging alone. 

‘Ah, well met, you guys. You know I’ve had a sort of debriefing chat with 
Mark and he suggested you might be able to explain how | can go about finding 
something to occupy me. He said you’ve already got fixed up.’ 

‘True, mate,’ said Malcolm. ‘We can take you to a chap we found who 
seems to run an office which on earth I'd call an employment agency. | guessed 
we found it by chance, but he appeared to know we needed his assistance. He’s 
another of these receiver guys, name of David. His setup could be any place on 
earth, y’know. Plenty of computers, access to information — guess he’s got 
search engines like web wombat we have in Oz. Anyway, he fixed us up with the 
chance to do something at a golf course, so we went there, met another receiver, 
quite a sheila ain’t she, mate? If we ain’t required for anything else we could go 
back there after taking you to David.’ 

Carlton nodded his agreement. 
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In no time at all he and Malcolm were striding out with Roger in tow along 
the path they had previously traversed far less purposefully, each content to have 
a goal in view. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


Jennifer shied at the thought of a close personal interview with her 
receiver. She had found Mary extremely sympathetic and friendly when she first 
gained consciousness in the second phase which she had done in a room in a 
house which seemed vaguely familiar. Before she could marshal her thoughts 
Mary walked in and began talking to her, gradually leading her to an 
understanding of what she had experienced. But it was not until Mary had taken 
her to the group meeting and she was asked to introduce herself that she 
remembered the fact of her suicide. She also realised that everyone else in the 
group knew it as well, though how the message got across escaped her. 

As best she could she pushed the memory aside and was grateful to 
Angela for not commenting on it as they embarked on their shopping spree. That 
experience thoroughly elated her because Angela and the helpers in the shops 
seemed genuinely pleased for her. She concluded that she did love the idea of 
repeating the experience of changing clothes frequently without ever having to 
worry about money, nor what to do with old clothes as she discarded them. 

She wondered if this was to be her experience of life consisting of 
everything always being made new, as one of the receivers had put it. 
Nevertheless life on earth had taught that her expectations were invariably 
negated, so she guessed the same would be true here. What lies in store for 
suicides? she wondered. There must be plenty of them so | can't be alone. 
Nevertheless she wasn't looking forward to her one-to-one with Mary. 

She walked away from the crowd milling around after Matthew's talk. 
When Mark appeared and took Roger into a side room she went outside, looked 
around and saw fields beyond the building. Intrigued by whether they were 
farmed as on earth her natural curiosity led her into them. They spread out 
before her, surrounded by neat hedges as in many a country area on earth. A 
smart new five barred gate opened easily at her touch and she walked into a lush 
grass field dappled with a colourful array of flowers, reminding her of hay fields 
prior to cutting. 

Looking ahead she could see patchwork fields rising gently to distant blue 
hills, bathed in lambent light from the soft azure sky that had no sun. Suddenly 
remembering Matthew's explanation to the group before they had slept she 
halted, puzzled. /f you never see the sun here, nor in hell, does that mean you 
never see it again if you don’t go to heaven? 

‘That would be so,’ said Mary. 

Jennifer looked up sharply. ‘I didn’t see you. Were you following me?’ 

Mary smiled. ‘Never mind. You were thinking about not seeing the sun in 
hell. If you chose to go you wouldn’t want to see it, knowing what it represents. 
You knew of people on earth who liked living indoors as much as possible, who 
buried themselves in houses in inner cities and scurried from place to place 
avoiding open spaces and countryside as much as possible. If that kind of life 
reflects the fact that they kept themselves to themselves as much as possible 
they want to do the same here. It’s in the nature of the Creator that they can do 
so, but to other people that existence would be hell.’ 
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‘| thought....well, | didn’t think much about another life, as you know, but | 
suppose | accepted that if there was a heaven and hell then hell would be a sort 
of punishment. | don’t mean the scenes of damnation in mediaeval pictures, but 
society does tend to suggest heaven as a reward and hell as the opposite.’ 

‘You need to think about what Matthew told you in his talk. For very many 
generations human beings on earth turned inward to themselves after thousands 
of years leading simple but truly social lives. As they did so real experience of the 
next phase of life became impossible, to preserve their free will, so they invented 
explanations for their life experiences. Often these involved one group 
developing power over others, as I’m sure you know. Such ideas perpetuate the 
notion that heaven is a reward for doing what the power group state you should 
do whilst hell is everlasting punishment if you don’t. Finding that the choice 
between the two states faces every individual here comes as a great surprise. 
You base your decision on what you did with your life in the first phase.’ 

‘Mm....and so you’re going to grill me about that. Suppose I'll have to face 
it. Where do we go?’ 

‘Here. We're having the discussion now. It isn’t a grilling.’ 

‘| thought the metaphor about this phase being like food taken into the 
body meant everyone faces increasingly harsh dissection of their motives during 
their lives on earth.’ 

‘Thorough, certainly, but not necessarily harsh. From your experiences as 
a teacher think of it as a detailed personal examination aimed at discovering all 
the skills you possess and can use. It certainly is not the type of examination that 
aims at excluding a proportion of the candidates. It’s ultimate self-discovery.’ 

‘No passes and failures?’ 

‘Not in earthly terms. The Creator's purpose would be fully met if the pass 
rate were 100%, as would any teacher whose students faced an entirely skills 
based examination.’ 

‘What a hope for some of the kids | taught.’ 

Jennifer bit her lip, suddenly aware of the attitude she was revealing. In 
the nature of all receivers, Mary was holding Jennifer's gaze, imbuing her with 
sharp self revelation. 

‘Now, when those students you're thinking about come here, as they will, 
of course, when neither you nor they have a sense of time or age difference, 
could you live with them?’ 

On the verge of expressing horror at the thought, Jennifer bit again, on 
this occasion her tongue. Revelation was beginning. She dropped her head and 
looked at her feet. A bright daisy peered back, bent to one side of her right foot. 
Without thinking she moved and was astonished to see it and other flowers that 
had been under her foot spring back into place without a trace of a footmark. 
Even more surprisingly her new high heels didn’t sink into the ground, she 
realised. Glancing up to question Mary she found her missing, then realised her 
receiver was walking slowly ahead. Jennifer hastened to her side. 

‘These flowers...where we walk....our footsteps have no effect, do they? 
It’s amazing!’ 
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‘Another feature of this life. Nothing can be damaged, nothing decays.’ 
Mary paused, then thrust, ‘....and nothing can be destroyed, including your life! 
You can’t commit suicide twice, Jennifer.’ 

Aghast, Jennifer essayed defence. ‘Il guessed you’d bring that up at some 
point. Alright, now | can see | shouldn’t have done it but, believe me, then | 
couldn't imagine what else | could possibly do. | didn’t have anyone to turn to for 
advice; my parents were dead, anyway they'd written me off as useless long ago. 
| rarely saw my brother, he was far too busy as a consultant, no one on the staff 
at school was in any way close enough for personal advice, and my husband — 
well, | found him disgusting and cruel. Then the kids at school seemed to delight 
in making my lessons a misery. | couldn’t control them, none of the senior staff | 
sent the worst offenders to would discipline them, and when | talked to the 
parents on consultation evenings, well, they blamed me for being too soft 
whenever | suggested they make their children behave at school. So..... 

She broke off, on the verge of exasperated tears, reprising her feelings of 
desperation and all-round constraint. Mary turned and faced her, placed both 
hands on her newcomers shoulders and whispered gently. 

‘My dear Jennifer, | do understand; | can share your feelings entirely as 
you express them. For you that was very close to hell on earth, wasn’t it?’ 

Jennifer looked up and was immediately held by the power of Mary’s eyes, 
warmed and encouraged by her embrace. But it didn’t answer her problem, and 
she knew it. 

‘The reason killing oneself is wrong in most cases is that it thwarts the 
Creator's purpose. Humans are allowed to kickstart life, which if you think it 
through, my dear girl, is truly amazing; and because His purpose for everyone is 
to help one another, shortening any life invariably means less help has been 
given by that person than his or her full potential. You could have stayed on earth 
for many more years. Even though you felt no one took much notice of you, your 
students, for example, you never knew how and when your teaching would 
influence some one or other for good.’ 

Jennifer realised the logic of Mary’s argument but still felt her 
overwhelming sense of frustration and despair justified her action. 

‘You simply can’t imagine how awful | felt. | might have tried to overcome 
my problems with school, but that disgusting man | married — ugh, how he 
changed! He seemed so pleasant and helpful when we first met. It was 
unbelievable —he became such a monster.’ 

‘| can imagine more than you realise, Jennifer. But let me point out that in 
this conversation you’ve continually stressed yourself, how awful things became 
for you, how the behaviour of your students affected you, how disgusting you 
found your husband...... did you never consider how you appeared to them? Had 
you done so, perhaps you might have found a way round some of the negative 
vibes you felt.’ 

Jennifer's thoughts hit the buffers. She looked around at the fields, the 
flowers at her feet, the blue distant hills and the delicate sky, delighted at what 
she saw yet anguished by Mary’s probing. Inwardly she writhed. 
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‘| suppose you're right, but then ever since | can remember people have 
wanted me to do things | disliked. My parents — always pushing me, dancing and 
music, hours of practice, then competitions, wanting me to be successful so they 
could brag. You should have heard them when my brother got a place at Oxford 
to read medicine...... oh, I’ve just thought, do you know what | mean by Oxford? 
I’m sorry, | assumed you knew all about me somehow, so.....’ 

Mary smiled warmly. ‘My dear, that’s the first occasion you’ve given mea 
thought, isn’t it? Rather proves my point, don’t you think?’ 

‘Oh, hell, I’m fed up with me. Didn't | do anything right in my life?’ 

‘I’m sure you did, as | hope you'll realise in due course. But to answer your 
question, yes, | know about Oxford. My life on earth doesn’t matter in the 
slightest to the process you’re going through, but everyone you meet here went 
through a life on earth. That may have been a long time ago in earthly terms, but 
by meeting countless newcomers we are continually able to know what happens 
there. Not everyone wants to do that; some people are happily content to keep to 
life as they knew it. But that’s not for me — that’s why I’m able to offer my services 
as a receiver.’ Mary gently teased, ‘So....perhaps | also went to Oxford.’ 

‘Did you?’ 

Both recognised the question was genuine. ‘You see,’ responded Mary 
quietly. “You do have an interest in others, even though you buried it rather 
deeply! Surely there were students you related to? They weren’t all behaviour 
problems?’ 

‘You’re right, of course. | did get on reasonably with some — one or two 
would talk to me if they found me during lunch breaks. Sometimes on sunny days 
I'd walk around the sports field....there were two in particular recently, both in 
Year 10, Naomi and Pauline....they were nice and friendly. | used to wonder why 
| kept meeting them.’ 

‘Tell me about them.’ 

Jennifer's shoulders twitched in half a shrug, then she concentrated. 
Questions the two girls asked came to mind. ‘Miss, have you ever taken drugs?’ 
‘Have you ever been to a rave?’ She’d found such questions disconcerting and 
tried to turn them, hoping the questioners would wander away, but they persisted 
in wanting her company. Mary read her memories. 

‘What were their home backgrounds?’ 

‘I.....l’m not sure.’ 

‘Did you try to find out? Who would have known that?’ 

‘Oh, their form tutors and the head of Year 10. The school had a thorough 
pastoral organisation....’ 

Her glib use of the word pastoral stung. ‘Alright, | should have found out. | 
just thought it odd that girls like that would ask me such personal questions. | 
mean, | knew they weren't being cheeky; they were quite pleasant kids. It didn’t 
add up....| suppose | should have thought more about them and why they came 
to me as they did.’ 

‘Exactly. They were early teenagers; not very skilled at talking to adults 
but wanting help in coming to terms with problems they met. Many like them, if 
they can’t talk to their parents, turn to nearby adults they know and like instead. 
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Probably they were under peer pressure to start experimenting with drugs....did 
you always rebuff them?’ 

‘No, | did try to answer that particular question. | gave the obvious answer 
that anyone would be a fool to start because of addiction, but | knew from my 
own experience that cannabis eased feelings....and | suppose | gave them the 
idea | could sympathise with people who used them carefully, but you had to be 
strong not to let things get out of hand.’ 

‘Very sensible, Jennifer. Outright condemnation would have been a switch 
off to them, wouldn’t it? Do you see why they chose you as a potential 
confidante? Why didn’t you follow through and find out more about them to 
ascertain the reason? More crucially, can you imagine what they felt when they 
heard you had killed yourself?’ 

‘Oh.....dear God.....!’ 

‘Yes, ultimate betrayal. Pity you didn’t think more about God beyond using 
the name for emphatic description. | wonder how that will affect the lives of those 
vulnerable teenagers?’ 

Jennifer sank down on to the grass, burying her face in her hands, the 
classic defence position. Mary looked down at her and waited patiently. This 
newcomer was experiencing the turmoil of life analysis, confronting her motives, 
facing the results of her activities, breaking apart the fibres of her personality to 
discover whether what was left was basically selfish or outward looking towards 
others, however lowly that might be. 

At length Jennifer uncovered her face and looked up at Mary whose ankle 
length radiant white dress gently brushed the flowers as she swayed slightly, 
inviting her charge to stand. Gradually Jennifer did so, bent briefly to brush off 
any grass clinging to her new blue trousers, then smiled wanly as she realised 
that was impossible. 

‘What happens to me now?’ Jennifer nearly added, now | realise | made 
such a mess of my life, but stopped, recognising the inherent selfish viewpoint 
again. 

‘You carry on as before. You can continue as a member of your group, 
you can continue exploring, or you can break away and go and live on your own. 
You'll find that whatever you need will become available. Have you thought about 
what you would like to do for occupation?’ 

‘No, it doesn’t seem long since you first met me. All I’ve done is find about 
clothes with Angela, as you know, and get these new ones. | don’t know what | 
could possibly do — | haven’t many skills. | wasn’t very good as a teacher as I’ve 
told you, so | can’t imagine I'd be any use....in any case, there aren't any children 
here, are there? 

‘That’s correct — and the people who teach them in heaven are very skilled 
indeed. Children have to be led to develop lives as though they were still on earth 
so that when they reach maturity they can, in complete freedom, face the choice 
of where they wish to live. It would be easy to indoctrinate them into heavenly 
attitudes which actually would deny them freedom. Such teachers are brilliant. 
But never mind, I’m sure you will find something useful to do — if you want to. 
That’s the key to everything — motivation.’ 
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Not unreasonably, Jennifer still had a problem. ‘But my suicide — doesn’t 
that mark me out as different in some way?’ 

‘No, though you’ve probably noticed a greyish colour to your body. Just as 
surroundings, and clothes, can reflect your feelings, so does your body. As long 
as what you did to yourself remains a problem in your self analysis, that effect 
will remain. But killing yourself for selfish reasons is no different from doing the 
same to other people — and across the earth and across the ages a great many 
people have done that. Angry with others who get in their way, revenge, killing to 
steal, killing in wars, killing because people don’t believe their ideas, even 
suggesting they are serving God by killing — there is so much killing in the history 
of the section of the human race on earth. What an abysmal record it is! 

‘There are also people who, although they don't deliberately kill 
themselves, die prematurely due to risks taken through selfishness. Extreme 
sports, for example. People attempt wild feats to get an adrenaline rush. In so 
doing they don’t help others in any way whatsoever, but if they shorten their lives 
they lose the opportunity for helping others over a much extended period of time. 
After arriving in this phase their usual feeling is acute embarrassment. Then 
there are the hard drug takers who succumb to addiction, as you mentioned — not 
only do they cause many problems for others to feed their addiction, they also 
become useless to others. All because they didn’t develop strong enough 
characters to resist. 

‘No, Jennifer, you’re not markedly different from a great many other 
people from earth. The crucial point, as we keep emphasising, is what sort of 
brick the act of killing provided for the building of your character. Was it a 
structural weakness that made the whole edifice collapse? Many killers want to 
continue doing so here — it’s impossible, of course, so they condemn themselves 
to a never ending existence of wanting to harm others around them though 
they’re unable to inflict a scrap of damage. But you’re not like that, are you?’ 

‘Certainly not, I’d never have tried to hurt anyone else, let alone kill them.’ 

‘Good, you can work on that.’ 

‘| don’t understand, work on what?’ 

‘If you never wanted to hurt others, | guess the opposite was true — you 
would help others, even if very slightly.’ 

A vestigial smile tweaked the corners of Jennifer’s mouth. “You're saying 
there’s hope for me yet?’ 

‘Of course, that’s what this phase is all about — digging to the very bottom 
of your soul to find any scrap of goodness to be of use in returning some spirit to 
the Creator. But stop thinking about it from your point of view. /s there hope for 
me yet? Heaven isn’t a present — it’s an opportunity to carry on helping other 
people — which can be great fun because it’s vibrant, social, creative, proactive 
and never ending. Forget yourself — oh, | know you weren’t encouraged to 
develop your unique personality as a child. Your parents treated you as a 
possession, | can see that, and pushed you aside when you didn’t meet with their 
selfish expectations. But think about people who did help you and those whom 
you helped. Work on those memories.’ 


126 


In the nature of receivers, who can encourage even half thoughts to be 
recalled when useful, Mary concentrated her eyes directly on Jennifer who, 
startled, watched scenes welling up in her consciousness. She felt almost a 
bystander yet she was aware of herself in them and could clearly remember her 
thoughts and feelings as events unravelled. 

She was at college. She spent the first year in a hall of residence with 
other students housed in single rooms in clusters of five which shared cooking 
and clothes washing facilities. Mingling daily for chores provided plenty of 
opportunities for socialising, so like the others, Jennifer became sensitive to 
individual moods. Early in the second term she knew her friend Christine had a 
problem but a distant look and lowered head didn’t encourage their usual chatty 
dialogue. Puzzled, she watched Christine as much as she could throughout a 
day and realised lectures swept over her and she contributed nothing in a 
seminar. This was entirely out of character for the normally vivacious girl, so that 
evening Jennifer tapped on her door. Knowing full well her friend was inside, she 
kept up gentle but insistent knocking and finally the door was opened. Christine’s 
face was flushed with frustration and tears. 

For once Jennifer asserted herself, pushed inside, confronted Christine 
and insisted on knowing what was wrong. After a half hearted attempt to deny 
any problem, she subsided on to her bed and revealed she was pregnant. 
Surprising herself again Jennifer reacted by congratulating Christine, who scoffed 
and demanded to know what there was to be pleased about. Inevitably there 
followed a conversation reviewing the problems. Unmarried mothers were not yet 
fully accepted though not as stigmatised as in times past. But female students 
rarely gave birth at college, so for those who inadvertently became pregnant the 
usual solution was a quiet abortion. 

But Christine was opposed to that. Again taking a lead Jennifer assured 
her there would be plenty of others in the year who believed the same. She was 
completely genuine in saying that she did for starters, though she hadn’t given 
the matter much thought until that moment. Had their situations been reversed at 
that time in her life Jennifer knew she wouldn’t abort either. So she suggested 
she would gently probe others to assess who would indeed befriend Christine in 
her predicament. 

Over the next few days she did that and also talked more directly to the 
lecturer assigned as their personal tutor. The result was that Christine enjoyed 
true friendship from a substantial group, so much so that she was able to cope 
with the fact that her parents were not best pleased with her news. Nevertheless 
they did give her support and eventually she found her father secretly pleased at 
the prospect of becoming a grandfather even though only in his forties. 

But events did not deliver Jennifer's expected happy conclusion. After an 
unadvisedly robust session in the gymnasium Christine went into labour. Far too 
premature for medical survival miracles at the time her baby boy was born dead. 

Mary was able to see the gist of Jennifers memories though not 
experience them as starkly. But it was enough for her to see that throughout the 
episode Jennifer had acted splendidly on behalf of her friend irrespective of 
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herself. She could also see how the end result reinforced the erroneous feeling 
that whatever Jennifer did came to nothing. 

‘You’re wrong,’ she advised. ‘The end result wasn’t a complete waste. You 
should be assured that the Creator’s providence always draws whatever can be 
useful in this dimension. That baby boy, because he already had received an 
immortal mind, appeared in heaven where he was tended just as carefully as 
people do now on earth for premature babies. I’m sure Matthew explained that in 
his talk. His body will have grown and he will have been educated just as we’ve 
explained. Then finally he will have the same freedom that you have to decide 
whether he wants to remain in heaven or not.’ 

‘| wish I'd known that on earth.’ 

‘Review your life; | feel you'll remember other occasions when you helped 
others and forgot about yourself. Look, you were enjoying a quiet ramble through 
these fields, weren’t you? Carry on and think that way. You may surprise 
yourself.’ 

‘| suppose on earth | never stopped to think widely about my life, you 
know, why | did things. Everything was thrown at me as a child so | let myself 
drift. | did consciously choose teaching thinking | could give something to children 
that | hadn’t had — you know, help to open their minds - but their problem 
behaviour got in the way. | ought to have taken up rambling and spent time 
walking and thinking on my own.’ 

‘Yes, quiet contemplation can be very useful, but you have to avoid being 
too introspective. It’s also easy to fall into the trap of deciding you should help 
this charity, look after those people, send money to causes, check your elderly 
neighbours and a host of other things because you think you'll be rewarded in 
heaven. |t's a commonly used phrase, isn’t it? Of course if you do the kind of 
things I’ve mentioned for that reason your primary motive is self interest. So 
when such a person arrives here he or she keeps waiting for the reward. When 
they find out nothing of the kind is being handed to them personally they view it 
as a monumental switch off. So they wouldn’t choose heaven.’ 

OM geesent how do | know exactly what | thought? This seems highly 
complicated........ 

‘You will. You did just now when you thought about Christine.’ 

‘Mm, so | did. But....... 

‘Go on, walk on and think, as | suggested. You can get back to your group 
whenever you feel you’re ready. Remember, it’s by living and talking with them 
that you find out whether you can tolerate them. If you feel you can’t you'll find 
plenty of others who'll also test your reactions. The process will go on and on 
until you really know yourself — and then so will everyone you meet. Just as you 
can't ever truly fool yourself, here there really is no hiding place — ultimately.’ 

‘You seem to reassure and warn me together. Will | continue to have you 
on hand to help? 

‘Yes, as we told you. However, you may begin to feel I’m rather more than 
you can take...... no, don’t try to be polite, I’m pointing out reality. If that becomes 
so you'll meet others who'll be available in my place. You may find them easier to 
cope with.’ 
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Jennifer turned and looked into Mary’s eyes. The latter smiled so warmly, 
took off her blue stole and nonchalantly draped it round Jennifer’s shoulders. 

‘You may find this will help you to think about your past life more clearly. It 
will disappear, of course, when you no longer need it.’ 

Jennifer fingered the soft material lovingly as she glanced down at its folds 
on her upper arms. The blue shade lightened to complement the lemon top she’d 
chosen in the mall. 

‘Thank you, Mary, I’m most grateful...’ 

But Mary was no longer with her. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Leroy was at a loose end. Roger had gone back inside with Mark, the two 
older blokes followed, the rather miserable teacher who had suddenly sprouted 
new clothes had walked away on her own, and the other woman who'd also got a 
new outfit was nowhere to be seen. Not that Leroy felt any relationship with her 
at all. Bit of a bossy type, he thought. Thinking about her clothes made him 
consider his own. He was wearing his faded red T-shirt with a long sleeveless 
blue denim top that had four capacious pockets and a thick fringe at the bottom, 
under which were his black denim trousers. On his feet were his favourite black 
trainers carrying the Nike logo, though for some reason he couldn't see that just 
now. Would he want to change these clothes, he wondered? 

Nah, why bother? Yow seem ter be able ter ‘ave what yer want when yer 
want, like when | played football. | ‘eard them women say they could change 
theirs anytime in shops, so perhaps I'll find out where if | feel like it. Still, if like 
Josh says, everything lasts for ever ‘ere, | suppose me clothes’ll never wear out. 
Cor, me Mom would ‘ave liked that when | was a kid. Always goin’ on ter me 
when | tore me trousers, she was. ’Yow look after them new trousers, | ain't 
made o’ money. I'll tan yer backside if yow tear ‘em.’ He laughed gently at the 
memory. Course she never did, bless ‘er. | wonder when she'll get ter come ‘ere? 

The crowd dispersed after Matthew’s talk. Leroy mooched around the area 
in front of the building, then turned his attention to the road he knew led back into 
town. Meandering on his own came quite naturally, so he decided to follow his 
nose back to the wide boulevard he had walked along when he first arrived and 
before he encountered Josh. He wondered whether he could find the disco again 
and meet the people he had seen there, playing and listening. They were all 
about his age so he’d like being with them. Instead, perhaps he would wander on 
and look at the sea he’d seen in the distance. 

As he walked he started thinking about people his own earthly age and 
how he could meet them. There must be ‘undreds around somewhere; soldiers 
killed, kids on motorbikes, them suicide bombers and the young ‘uns they kill with 
‘em. Some die in ‘ospital young..... | know the really young ‘uns go straight ter 
‘eaven, but when d’yow stop bein’ a child? Teenagers — who’s a kid an’ who’s a 
man? Well, an’ some girls, an’ all. Wouldn't mind seein’ a nice black babe, come 
ter think on it! 

Sooner than expected he found himself walking beneath palms. Flanking 
the sides of the roads were the splendid white houses vividly splashed with 
vibrant colour. Again he saw people walking, chatting, laughing with one another 
but never looking at him. Sudden emptiness bore in on him. 

‘Blimey, there ain’t a car in sight, nor a bike even. Don’t they ‘ave transport 
‘ere?’ he muttered silently. 

‘Don’t need it, young man. You’re a newcomer, | see. Have you 
experienced how we travel here yet?’ 

Leroy swung round to see an older face smiling at him. It belonged to a 
muscular lithe body about to overtake him. Gleaming black skin radiated health, 
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smart casual multicoloured clothes assured Leroy this was no receiver, yet the 
man had known his thoughts. 

‘Ah, you're wondering.....what happens is that when you're thinking 
seriously people like me may pick up your thoughts as though you’d spoken them 
aloud. It’s part of the revealing process everyone goes through. When it’s 
complete, if you decide to live in heaven, you can’t conceal your thoughts at all — 
but of course if that’s your goal you wouldn’t want to. You share everything there, 
yOu see.’ 

‘OK, man, | ain’t at all sure what | want. Like yow said, | ain’t bin ‘ere long. 
One night so far, though | ain’t sure what night is ‘ere.....anyroad, yes, | ‘ave 
done this quick change from one place t’another. Me and another guy was at a 
football match, then we flipped back ‘ome....well, summat like that. It’s the only 
place | know about for now.’ 

‘Ah yes, where you're with receivers | expect?’ 

‘Yeah — there’s a really cool guy called Josh who's bin ‘elping me. 
Anyroad, ‘oo are yow?’ 

‘I’m not a receiver. Has anyone explained to you the three different levels 
in heaven?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘Right, so you know receivers are from the third level, where everyone 
lives who puts the Creator first in everything they think or do. On earth, no matter 
what religion they had, they regarded their God as supremely important in their 
lives and worshipped Him by trying to do everything they believed He wanted. 
Here, of course, everyone realises there is the Creator, no matter what they 
called Him on earth. Now, the second level attracts people who are fully 
committed to helping other people first and foremost. Of course they know the 
Creator is the source of all life, here and in the physical universe. However, on 
earth they may have had all kinds of different beliefs — some didn’t believe in a 
God at all, but nevertheless they all wanted to do as much as possible to help 
other people to the best of their ability. It’s a very different outlook, which is why 
there’s a very great difference between people who live in those two levels. Well, 
| live in the second level.’ 

‘OK, so whaddya doin’ ‘ere?’ 

‘Looking out for people like you! The reason is that everyone at first meets 
receivers. However, being with them all the time can become overpowering, so if 
that’s so, you meet people from the second level — and then the third. It’s part of 
the process....’ 

‘| know, | know, they’ve bin yackin on about that. It’s so’s yow'll get to find 
out ‘oo yow really are. What made yow tick on earth, like.’ 

‘Right’. 

‘What | don’ get is ‘ow yow live in ‘eaven, like yow say, and like Josh and 
the others in our group, yet yow’re ‘ere and this ain't ‘eaven.’ 

‘That's because in our different ways we love helping newcomers, so we 
appear in the second phase on occasions.’ 
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‘Them receivers,’ Leroy voiced another detail he had remarked, ‘they all 
wear white clothes — well, almost white. They seem to shine some’ow. But yow 
ain't like that.’ 

‘Let's sit down on the grass here under these palm trees, shall we? | can 
see you've many questions to ask me. My name’s Martin; may | know yours? 

‘Suits me. I’m Leroy. This is the road | found meself walking along when | 
arrived. Bloody cool, ain’t it?’ 

‘| see you still want to use expressions like bloody. 

‘Eh? 

‘Swearing.’ 

Leroy burst out laughing. ‘Bloody ain’t swearing. In fact | tried not ter 
swear in me gang, | thought | oughtta set’n example when | became leader. 
Everyone else said fuckin’ ‘undreds o’ times when they was talkin’. So | said we 
oughita try bein’ different.’ 

‘Ah, | get it. | commend your intention . Well, to answer your question 
about clothes. Yes, all receivers wear mainly white when they're with 
newcomers. How they appear depends on the newcomers’ backgrounds; it’s a 
case of What you see is what you expect. But if you could see them in their 
homes you'd find their clothes show very little difference between individuals, 
because clothes are unimportant to them.’ 

Leroy hitched on to the obvious. ‘So why’d they wear any at all? 

‘Some don't.’ 

‘Cor, bet that’s a sight. | was jus’ thinkin’ about a nice black babe afore 
yow caught up with me. So, if yow know all about ‘ow everyone lives ‘ere, ‘ow 
d’ya goo about knockin’ one off?’ 

‘Yes, a great many people from earth quickly get to wondering about sex. 
The answer both pleases and horrifies, depending on your attitude. Obviously 
everyone on earth is either male or female; for now let’s not bother about the rare 
cases where that isn’t absolutely clear. The only way people, and every other 
living animal or plant, can reproduce, is by having a sexual relationship. But in 
the case of humans alone physical sex is only part of the relationship which is 
affected by the immortal life we all get from the Creator. That life is full of 
emotion. So humans experience love — and that’s not the physical part, never 
mind that people on earth call having sex making love. So, what happens here, 
or rather in heaven, is that real love between a man and a woman becomes 
possible.’ 

Leroy was following the explanation avidly, but began to think he wasn’t 
going to like the ending. 

‘Goo on — yow’re gooin’ ter tell me this real love ain't a bit like ‘avin’ it off 
on earth.’ 

Martin smiled. ‘If you’re thinking only of the physical feeling of having sex 
on earth, and from the description you used you probably are, then, yes, it is 
different. The first point you need to understand is that real love comes from 
wanting to give to your partner. If you wanted to have sex only for yourself it 
would be impossible. The second point..... 

Leroy wanted to expostulate, but Martin overrode him. 
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ace the second, and very important consideration is that the Creator’s plan 
involves everyone in heaven meeting and living with a perfect partner whose 
ideas and attitudes are completely in accord. It may take individuals a long time 
in earthly terms to find one another, but because this phase of life is never 
ending, each person does do so. Now, because that’s how it is here, you may 
realise why many people on earth through the ages have believed people should 
have only one partner, without understanding the reason. It’s good practice for 
living permanently with your one and only perfect partner. If you have sex with 
many partners you don’t develop the ability to commit yourself to one person. So 
here, sleeping around is impossible. Also, as I’m sure you can work out, sexual 
relations are impossible in hell because there no one wants to give anything to 
anyone else, so love is out.’ 

“Ang on a minute, ‘ow is ‘avin sex impossible?’ 

‘Haven’t you experienced trying to do something bad to another person 
since you arrived? 

Leroy vividly recalled the football match and his attempt to foul Roger to 
rob him of the ball. Martin stared, realising something of the kind had occurred, 
but lacking the depth of receivers’ telepathy. 

‘Yeah, well, guess | ‘ave.’ 

‘Right, so you know it’s impossible. The underlying reason is you can’t do 
anything which is completely self orientated either here or in heaven. So if you try 
to have sex for selfish reasons, as many do, you find you’re absolutely useless. 
The snag is if that’s how you were on earth, you'll keep trying but certainly you'll 
get no satisfaction.’ 

‘Oh, ‘ell!’ 

Martin cocked his head. ‘Hell — can you imagine what that’s really like?’ 

Leroy’s expression clouded. He'd first thrust challengingly at Martin, but 
now felt himself sinking back into a swamp of uncertainty. 

‘lm gettin’ | don’t want ter think about anythin’. I’m beginning ter wish | 
was d...., well, yow know what | mean, switch everythin’ off somehow.’ 

‘No way, Leroy. Life goes on and on here and you can’t avoid making the 
decision. Either you have to live for other people or yourself. One way results in 
happiness, the other doesn’t. During this in between phase you keep 
experiencing something of both alternatives. But finally you’ll come to the junction 
— you can’t turn back. Think about this as well — if you keep saying you can’t 
decide, really you mean you’re still thinking about yourself, so there are people 
who find themselves drifting along the road to hell for that reason.’ 

Leroy, most unusually, lapsed into silence. He gazed about at the superb 
scene, surprised that it lost none of its glamour despite his despondency. He felt 
the houses almost beckoning him, which was most odd since he’d never visited 
anywhere like this on earth. He had never travelled abroad from Britain and even 
there had not had many holidays. Blackpool, he remembered, good fun for a 
time, but not a scrap like where he was now. Why should such a place as this 
seem so attractive to a die-hard urban urchin? 

‘Nice houses, aren’t they?’ Martin broke in on his thoughts. 
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‘Yeah, to look at. But | wouldn't want ter live in ‘em. Too grand for the likes 
o’ me. I’d be ‘appy with a nice little ‘ouse like ones | passed when Josh and | 
walked from ‘ere ter where we live now. That’s another thought — do | stay there 
with that lot or do | get ter live in an ‘ouse? 

Martin could feel that despite Leroy’s bravado he wasn’t after any and 
everything he could get. Many people in his situation would have yearned to be 
given one of the sumptuous houses in this road in this elegant part of the town. 
Getting bigger and better — that is the guiding motivation for so many people from 
earth, and what a problem it causes them here when they face the prospect of 
what to keep and what to shed in the characters they’ve built. So, perhaps this 
lad has some good intentions buried beneath that hard shell, he considered. 

‘As to where you live now, you'll find that is a matter of choice. So, to 
come back to your thoughts | picked up when we met - if you aren’t interested in 
living in one of these small palaces, | imagine you also aren’t bothered that the 
driveways aren't full of BMWs, or Rolls Royces, or whatever?’ 

‘Nope. We drove old bangers back ‘ome. But like | was thinkin’ — | ain’t 
seen any cars... don’t yow ‘ave any at all? Must stuff quite a few blokes when 
they get ’ere.’ 

‘You’re right. Some people long to have cars, boats, aeroplanes just like 
they did on earth, because everything here at first seems so much an extension 
of life there. The fact is if they want to create some they can, and some people 
do. As with houses and other buildings, groups find the material they need 
becomes available. You don’t use the same sources of power as on earth, it 
comes from wanting to make things happen — mental power if you like. But the 
crunch point is whether what you create has real use for others.....and in most 
cases people soon realise that items of transport are not needed. That’s why you 
won't see many cars or bicycles and such on the road.’ 

‘So why....? 

‘Why have roads at all? | Know — that’s because that’s what you expect to 
see ina town...... and towns........ , 
ee are what we were used t’on earth,’ grinned Leroy. ‘OK, mate, I’m 
beginning ter see the light.’ 

‘Good. So you can imagine how different it is for people who come from 
varied backgrounds on earth; nomadic desert people, groups who live in 
seclusion in rainforests, people who live in the arctic regions — these organise 
their lives differently to yours, but when they come here they, too, find familiar 
surroundings. But they face exactly the same decision — live for others or only for 
yourself. If they choose the first, then heaven for them is equally wonderful and 
full of joyous renewal — in surroundings in which they continue to feel entirely at 
ease. People can and do visit one another’s homes, just as you could travel and 
do so on earth. You can change here as well if you want to. Heaven is a 
wonderfully free life — with others.’ 

‘| get it. These ‘ere ‘ouses are what people live in if they’ve bin used ter 
that kind o’ life on earth.’ 

‘Exactly. It would be very strange for them to find life markedly different, 
wouldn’t it?’ 
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‘OK....’ Leroy’s bright mind was racing onwards, ‘so what about kings and 
queens an’ like. Where do they goo?’ 

‘You can imagine. They come into surroundings they are used to, as do 
any other people who were famous on earth, or who were in positions of power, 
or who had considerable wealth. But what matters here is what motivated them 
and what they did as individual people. It’s the same for everyone. 

‘So a queen lives ‘ere in a palace just like on earth?’ 

‘Yes, if she did indeed live in one on earth. Some don’t — kings and 
queens can be deposed.’ 

‘That’s another thing | don’t get — | said in my group I'd like to meet old 
‘Ennery the Aitf.’ OK, so | was jokin’ a bit. They said | couldn’t because | didn’t 
know ‘im on earth. But can’t yow ever meet people as lived afore yow? D’ya get 
stuck in yowr own age time, so ter speak?’ 

‘You’re a bright lad, Leroy. | suppose as usual no one on earth recognised 
your potential because you didn’t fit the stereotype of intelligence.’ 

‘Eh?’ 

‘Never mind — it really doesn’t matter here. But you ought to have gone to 
university.’ 

‘Me, at bloody university? No way, mate. All them stuck up sods. Forget it.’ 

‘What a pity you got that impression of university people. Some of them 
weren't like that. Anyway, here people can go forward through new earth ages if 
they want to. They find out new ideas and developments from the never ending 
supply of newcomers. So, to answer your question specifically, if someone who 
lived on earth a long time before you decided to keep up to speed as it were, 
then you might meet him or her if you had a need to do so. That’s only the case 
in heaven, of course. In hell all people want from newcomers is more chances to 
try to cheat and hurt them because that’s what makes them tick — and it never 
stops because they stuck.....’ 
barat with the characters they ‘ad on earth. Yeah, yeah, | get it.’ 

Both became silent again. Martin felt he had let the conversation run its 
course. Leroy sank back into his confusion again. He knew there had been times 
when he had helped other people; stood up for his brothers, and his Mom, of 
course. Then there were the members of his gang; certainly he looked out for 
them, that was his role as leader. But he also knew that people beyond his 
immediate friends and contacts wouldn't have seen him as helpful — and then as 
Josh told him, you can’t pick and choose. There are only people. What about 
rival gangs — he shuddered at the thought — even the Redout lot? Live here with 
them fu....well, soddin’ lot? How could he ever? 

‘| guess you're tossing and turning the problems of life here, Leroy,’ said 
Martin. ‘I’m sorry, it can be a tough process. No one can tell you what you must 
do. The only point of help | can give you is to say it’s a matter of deciding what, of 
the feelings you had, you can shed and what you’ll stick with because they are so 
much a part of you that giving them up just isn’t on.’ 

‘Yeah, | get that. Yow’ve ‘elped me there. So, what were yow on earth?’ 

‘As I’m sure you’ve already been told, what we were doesn’t matter here, 
but since you ask, | was a teacher. | thoroughly enjoyed being with young people 
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and helping them learn and develop their personalities. Here all young children 
are in heaven where the very best receivers educate them superbly. | could 
never be that good at teaching, but | find | get plenty of opportunities to meet and 
help young men and women, like you.’ 

‘Yeah, well thanks fer the natter. If | want ter find yow again, can I? Yer 
know, think and we'll get together? No need ter find a bus...... ? 

Martin laughed. “Yes, you can find me again, though because I’m not part 
of the receivers’ heaven, getting together may not seem instantaneous like it 
does for you at present. But | would get a feeling that you wanted to talk to me 
again, so I'd join you as soon as | could. Just as on earth you can’t be in two 
places at once — well, that’s how it feels!’ 

‘OK, mate. See yal’ 

Leroy swung off under the line of palms. He glimpsed the sea in the 
distance and wondered how alike or different it would be compared with seas on 
earth. He glanced briefly over his shoulder but was not surprised that Martin was 
not in sight. ‘They don’ ‘arf come and go, these guys,’ he said to himself. 

‘Hey, that man. Who are you?’ 

The sharp voice stopped him abruptly. He looked around but there was no 
one nearby. 

‘I’m here, up in the tree.’ 

Leroy jerked his head, staring into the palm fronds arching high above. 
Wedged amongst them was a sparse youngish looking figure with sharp 
features. 

‘Whad’ya up there for?’ demanded Leroy. So far everyone he’d met or 
been with had behaved entirely normally. This person presented an exception. 

‘Tell me who you are first. You seem a young ‘un, like me.’ 

‘Suit yerself. Me name’s Leroy. ‘Oo are yow?’ 

‘Jake. Hang on, I'll come down.’ 

The figure wriggled free of the central anchorage of the fronds and with 
amazing agility climbed down the tree, arms curved around the trunk with feet 
pressed on it. 

‘Blimey, that was quick.’ 

‘Easy, specially since you can’t hurt yourself by falling.’ 

‘Eh, why not?’ 

‘You're a new boy, aren't you. Thing is, there seems to be gravity here but 
it can’t kill you. If I’d slipped I’d just have been at the bottom quicker.’ A grin 
spread across the pale sharp-eyed face. Leroy scrutinised it closely, trying to 
assess character and likely attitude, a necessarily honed skill on his home 
streets. 

‘Yeah, well, | ain’t much into climbin’. Why are yow?’ 

Jake grinned again, a touch cynically thought Leroy. ‘I like to see what’s 
about.’ In his turn he stared hard at Leroy, looked away briefly, then decided. 
‘What do you think of all these great houses? D’ye like them, Leroy?’ 

‘Yep, they're cool. Would ‘ave cost a bomb on earth.’ 

‘So, what about a bit of action with them?’ Jake asked with a searching 
look direct into Leroy’s eyes. 
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‘Action....what sort of action?’ 

‘Didn’t you ever do over places like that, or have | misread you?’ 

Leroy got the message — and remembered. ‘Oh, yeah, | did pinch a few 
things now and then.’ 

‘Well, now, we don’t have any police to bother us. Did you know that?’ 

‘No,’ was Leroy’s surprised response. ‘I ain’t thought about that sort o’ 
thing — yow know, ‘ow things are in the town and such.’ 

‘But I’m sure you’ve been told you can have anything you want here.’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘So, | was very good at doing houses on earth....very good....never got 
nicked, in fact. Now I’ve managed to ditch all those people who got in my way at 
first, I've been sussing out places. Problem is, | need someone to watch out for 
me because things happen odd here. So I’m not sure how it'll be when | get in. 
There’s a lot of cool stuff in that one, | can tell you.’ 

He indicated one with a balcony overlooking a curving drive flanked by 
smooth green lawns, edged with neat bright red, yellow and orange flowers. 
Massed bougainvillea framed the lower windows and slanted upwards across the 
shining white front wall. 

Leroy recognised the turmoil in his mind. Long standing defiance of 
general authority prodded him to revert to opportunist stealing. Oddly, however, 
his role as gang leader made him pause; he had tried to set an example of sorts, 
better behaviour in an odd and simplistic way and true leadership in the face of 
threats, presumed or real. The emphasis on making a key choice was also clear, 
as were Martin’s words, 

‘It’s a matter of deciding what you can shed and what you'll stick with.’ 

He made a life changing decision. 

‘Nay, not me man. Reckon I'll just goo an’ see what’s down the road.’ 

Jake shrugged his shoulders. ‘I’m not about to miss an opportunity when | 
see one. You'll regret it when you see the loot I'll get — and | won't give you any, 
you can be sure of that. | took you for a bloke with more belly.’ 

Leroy’s anger rose. Fuming inwardly, but aware of his choice, he turned 
away and fixed his eyes on the distant waves breaking as regularly as when he 
first saw them. They beckoned. His ire deflated. He turned back to Jake. 

‘P’raps my belly’s different ter yours. Anyroad, I’m ‘appy with it. See ya!’ 

‘| doubt it!’ 

But Jake had no idea how true his words would prove. Turning his back on 
Leroy he stomped towards the house he had identified. As he approached the 
driveway he was mildly surprised to see the gateway become somewhat larger 
than he had thought. He shook his head thinking he had mistaken the 
perspective but paused briefly beneath twisting plant stems devoid of leaves 
arching above. Looking ahead he saw the drive turning to the side of the house 
which puzzled him further because on his reconnaissance he had assured 
himself that only a small pathway turned off near the main portico. Nevertheless 
he strode forward, absolutely determined not to be swayed by trivia from 
achieving his purpose. Through school and later teenage years he had contrived 
to steal his way to great satisfaction, happy in the knowledge that he was never 
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caught. True, there were close calls and often suspicion, but his ability to 
ingratiate came to his rescue. 

Leroy watched Jake approach the drive, pause at the wide gateway with 
its pair of neat pillars set widely apart with small flowers at their bases, then 
move into the driveway. Then he did a double take because the figure 
disappeared. No question of his walking behind a bush because only low flowers 
bordered the drive. 

‘Suppose he’s done one o’ them quick moves. Why’d ‘e do that, though, if 
‘e was gooin’ ter break in the ‘ouse?’ he wondered. 

But Jake was walking along the side of the house looking intently at the 
windows for entrance possibilities wnen he stopped abruptly. He wasn’t alone. 
Another figure was watching him. Unable to ignore the man, he resorted to a 
typical ploy. 

‘Oh, hi there. | hope you don’t mind, | was passing and thought what a 
super house this is. As I’ve been told we can do whatever we like here, | thought 
I'd take a closer look. Is it yours?’ 

As the man approached Jake saw he looked much older in earthly age. 
But his expression was clear. He scoffed loudly. 

‘You don’t fool me. You’re looking to break in, same as me.’ 

The open admission floored Jake. ‘Eh?’ was all he could muster. 

‘It’s plain on your face.’ 

‘Well, |........ 

‘Don’t. You’re just what | was looking for. Two will be much better than 
one. | Know one window is open and | know there’s no one in the house. But | 
don’t know when someone will be back, because people do live in it. So, as 
you’re obviously younger than me, as you can see, I'll watch out and you can nip 
in and pass things out to me. Then we can share the loot between us. OK?’ 

Having been thwarted by Leroy in just such a proposal, Jake nodded. He 
also took the measure of the older man and decided he could easily outrun him, 
so he would ensure the division of spoils would not be equal. 

‘Follow me,’ instructed the man. He led Jake to the back of the house and 
indicated a ground storey window set fairly high above a paved area. Jake 
glanced around expecting to see a lawn sloping away from the house as he had 
seen on a recent reconnaissance. Mildly surprised he saw dark bushes hid the 
lawn and he wondered how he had missed them before. But the man hurried him 
forward. 

‘Go on, you can jump and grab the ledge, I’m sure. A smart young lad like 


Jake proved he could and quickly swung himself through the window, 
dropping down into a dark passage. He made his way through an open door to 
his left and entered a room he knew looked out on to the paved area. He knew 
also that it contained various interesting items, laptops, iPods and digital 
cameras. When he had first seen them through the window he’d laughed at the 
tales receivers and others told him that such items had no use. They must be 
useful to the people who lived there. Why else could he see them? 


138 


Maybe no use to the guys in white, but if | can stash a lot away there'll be 
plenty of other people coming along who'll also want them, so, money or no 
money, I'll get something great from them in exchange.....ha, | wonder what 
that'll be......! 

The same thoughts raced through his mind as he collected what he could 
carry, took them into the passage and laid them carefully below his entrance 
window. He intended passing out a few at first to the man to see whether he 
would be satisfied and go away. If not he’d leave some there and retrieve them 
later. 

He went back to collect more but was very surprised to see he had missed 
two other laptops on a table he thought he had cleared. Shrugging his 
carelessness aside he picked them up together with two sleek silver digital 
cameras and returned to stack them by his window. He peered out to see the 
man furtively glancing towards the bushes. 

‘Grab these,’ called Jake. He handed out two iPods and a laptop which the 
man grabbed eagerly. 

‘Great. Give me the rest then climb out.’ 

But Jake was suspicious. He tried to make eye contact but failed because 
the man continued to look over his shoulder, so Jake withdrew his head, picked 
up another laptop, leaving another one and the two cameras on the floor. He 
looked out again and saw the man’s arms outstretched in readiness. 

‘Take this, then I'll go back and see if there’s anything else worth nabbing.’ 

‘OK,’ replied the man glibly. 

Jake pulled his head inside but didn’t move away; he crouched down in 
the dimness so the man could not see where he was. After waiting slightly he 
jumped up and looked through the window again. His suspicions were confirmed 
by the sight of another man being given the two iPods. Clearly he had been set 
up. 

He emerged through the window with ease and speed. Surprised, the men 
turned and ran in opposite directions, momentarily confusing Jake as to which to 
chase. He chose the first, his anger directed more at him for his duplicity, 
ignoring his own intentions to cheat. 

But the appearance of age has no bearing on bodily limitations and Jake 
found he had to chase extremely hard to overtake his quarry. Beyond the bushes 
they sped across rough open ground. That he caught the man was due to the 
laptop which inconvenienced him by its shape, not weight. Jake brought him 
down with a rugby tackle. He watched the laptop skim across tussocks of grass 
and come to rest by a hefty clump. Both leapt up, Jake with his eyes on the prize, 
so he was unprepared for the fist the man jabbed hard into his face. Amazed at 
the force he reacted angrily and lashed out with both his fists. This was a 
completely new experience for him since, like Leroy, he had not been able to hurt 
anyone since coming to the second phase. Vaguely wondering why now he could 
hurt and be hurt, he rained blows on the man who traded punch for punch, then 
kick for kick. They fell again wrestling on the ground, rolling over and over, then 
breaking free and setting to again with undiminished fury. Finally Jake contrived 
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to stagger to his feet and kick the man hard in the groin. Grinning with pleasure 
at his victim’s cry as he doubled up, he looked for the laptop. 

The clump of grass was clearly in sight but there was no laptop nestling 
beside it. He gazed around but the ground was completely clear. 

‘Who’s pinched it now?’ he yelled. 

On the ground the man laughed shrilly. ‘No one. You can’t keep anything 
here, but it’s fun trying. You'll have to go back for more....you know you want to.’ 

Jake stared at the man, particularly at his face. He knew he'd hit it very 
hard and often but there wasn’t a trace of blood or even a bruise. What was 
happening....? 

In the instant the man jumped to his feet and ran. Suddenly he stopped, 
turned and laughed again, harshly. 

‘Welcome to hell!’ 

Jake’s jaw dropped. Was this....? He didn’t remember making a choice 
like the receivers said he would....at least not in the way he expected. The 
house.....the driveway...... the road.....they’re just back there.....? 

But wherever he turned he saw nothing of his erstwhile surroundings. Nor 
could he see anyone else, not even a running diminishing figure. He was 
standing on flat ground covered in drab looking grass that stretched away on all 
sides with no distant view. It wasn’t foggy but the sky was lowering grey. 

He was absolutely alone. 


Leroy walked on. He mulled over his two recent contacts. Martin must 
have been a great teacher on earth, pity he hadn’t met more like that. The other 
bloke, though, was something else. In a fantastic place like this, all he could think 
of was nicking things. 

What the....what’s the point anyway when whatever yow want yow can 
‘ave....well, perhaps it’s what yow need. No, it’s more’n that because like they 
said yow don't need food but there’s plenty on it an’ it’s there all ready. ‘Ready 
made meals’, that’s a new ‘un for supermarkets. Cor, what about ‘Meals Made in 
‘Eaven’. Wonder what them TV cooks make o’ food when they get here? Are 
they out o’ jobs or is there even more for ’em to do? Like Josh and the others 
said, the fun’s in eating with other people...... 

‘Well, man, whaddya gooin’ ter do with yourself now?’ 

Leroy posed the question to himself after letting his train of thought run. 
He felt remarkably optimistic — totally at variance with his recent thoughts when 
talking with Martin. Though it wasn’t clear in his mind he felt he’d reached a 
significant point when refusing to help Jake. Obviously you weren’t expected to 
help all and sundry, you had to decide what was good help and what was bad. 

It’s a matter of deciding what you can shed and what you'll stick with. 

‘Yeah, well, | ain’t about to start pinchin’ things again,’ he said aloud. 

‘Great, big brother, I’m pleased about that!’ said Benny. 

Leroy’s jaw dropped. Then, eyes sparkling and face bursting with the 
widest possible smile, he flung his arms round his former brother. 

‘Bloody ‘ell, little kiddo, it’s good ter see ya.’ 
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‘Like Josh told you I’m not from hell, but it’s great to see you again as well. 
And | have a feeling you won’t want to choose hell either.’ 

“Ang on a bit. Me ‘ead’s gooin’ round and round with all this thinkin’. | want 
to switch off a bit and just enjoy the scenery. T’weren’t like this back ‘ome, were 
it?” 

Benny had greeted Leroy from a bank of grass at the end of the central 
line of palms under which he had been walking. On reaching him Leroy realised 
he was looking at a golden shore, an inviting expanse of perfect sand on to which 
foaming waves rolled in regular succession. The air was so squeaky clean he 
could see gentle waves right to the horizon which seemed to have amazing 
depth. People strolled along the beach clad in varied clothes. Riding the waves 
were a number of surfers. Leroy inhaled deeply and felt his smile would last 
forever. 

‘Right, let’s enjoy this,’ invited Benny. ‘Fancy a swim?’ 

‘What, now?’ 

‘Why not? You'll be surprised what a fantastic experience it is!’ 

‘| ain’t got no trunks.....oh, | suppose if | want ‘em they’ll appear?’ 

‘You’re getting the idea, Leroy. Just strip off.’ 

He did so and was not surprised to find he was wearing a beautifully cut 
yellow speedo that perfectly set off his smooth black skin. 

‘You couldn’t look like that in hell, Leroy!’ laughed Benny. Swiftly 
undressing himself he revealed a similar garment, salmon pink with small blue 
whorls of decoration. ‘Come on, let’s run in.’ 

The erstwhile brothers ran side by side as grown men with boyish 
enthusiasm, totally relieved of care. The experience was purely spiritual. 


So Leroy discovered the properties of a larger amount of liquid. The water 
felt exactly as on earth, but their skins remained perfectly dry whenever they 
emerged. There was no ebb and flow of the tide, no currents, but the waves 
produced familiar breakers. Benny amazed him further by showing that breathing 
under water was exactly the same as out of it. They swam away from the shore 
and dived to find fish and other creatures living amongst rocks and corals aflame 
with colour. Benny explained that they, like people, required no food so they were 
not subject to the harshness of the food chain as their counterparts on earth. So, 
when Leroy’s keen mind pressed ahead of his experience once again and he 
enquired why they were there at all, unless it was just for people to admire, 
Benny explained that the link between them and those on earth, and many more 
things, would be explained to them by the receivers, if he still wanted to go back 
to Josh and the others. 

As they lay on the beach resting but in no sense tired through exertion, 
Leroy decided he would return. He told Benny he felt there was still plenty for him 
to think about and guessed that Josh and company were his best helpers for 
now. He knew he couldn’t follow Benny to his home yet, but maybe he’d be able 
to do so later on. 

‘| hope so too. You can’t believe how fantastic life is there.’ 
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They looked lovingly at one another, now with such greater knowledge 
and experience of the completeness of life. That essence was flowing through 
them from the Creator as it had done since two indeterminate but early moments 
in Josie Williardes’ womb out in the physical plane of that tiny planet orbiting an 
average star in one of many billions of galaxies throughout which vast numbers 
of simpler but better behaved humans develop, live, fade and move on in 
accordance with His providence. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


‘Certainly there will be some occupation for you, Roger, there is for every 
newcomer. But you'll not be surprised to know we have absolutely no need of a 
weapons system programmer. No doubt people try to produce weapons in hell, 
guided, wielded or thrown, but the Creator ensures they have no lasting effect. 
But let’s not think of hell. Let me ask you why you chose that particular 
occupation and see whether that opens up possibilities.’ 

David was talking to Roger in his office, watched by Carlton and Malcolm 
who had successfully guided him there. After briefly recounting their first 
acquaintance with golf, and remembering to thank him for helping them towards 
a thoroughly enjoyable experience, they listened whilst David quizzed Roger 
about his earthly job. Roger began to reprise his explanation to Mark during his 
personal interview. 

‘Forget about the opportunity it gave you in terms of pay and security. 
They are of no consequence here, as you realise. What essence of the work 
attracted you?’ 

‘Problem solving and developing new ideas — being creative, | suppose,’ 
said Roger. 

‘Good,’ averred David. ‘Plenty to go on there. In fact, you might find a 
useful niche right here, with the computers in this office. It’s quite usual for 
current newcomers to have spent a large part of their earthly lives with 
computers, so you would join many others in that second phase activity.’ 

‘That's fine by me,’ agreed Roger, ‘though | can’t imagine what use you 
make of them here, so no doubt you'll have to guide me from the basics.’ 

‘No problem at all. Now, you guys, Carlton and Malcolm, will you stay with 
us or will you go to the golf course and see whether you can now offer help to 
other newcomers there?’ 

‘Sure, that was our intention,’ said Carlton. 

‘| want to know how we get there without the blink and you're there 
transfer you showed us when we went there first — and we used to get back to 
base with the group,’ said Malcolm. ‘We walked here with Roger because we 
knew the way. So how do we get anywhere when we ain’t been over the route 
first, like?’ 

David laughed indulgently. ‘Again, no problem. Just think about where you 
intend going and ultimately you'll arrive. It’s a joyful experience — you can admire 
buildings and scenery, find yourself walking a long way without any sense of 
urgency or tiredness, content in the knowledge that you will reach your 
destination. You'll be entirely free of the limiting restraints such an activity has on 
earth, distance, weather, route, food, aching muscles....ah, life here and much 
more so in heaven is quite glorious. All thanks to the Creator, of course.’ 

Malcolm smiled. ‘OK, that’s for me. I'll enjoy all the walking | can get. Shall 
we go, mate?’ 

‘Can dol!’ 

They walked away from David's office. On this occasion they appraised 
the houses ranged opposite. 
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‘Sure looks good real estate,’ said Carlton. 

‘Not up to Sydney harbour standards, though.’ 

‘Oh, the States have plenty of places to rival that.’ 

They both smiled, accepting their banter as mere chatter. They strode 
purposefully, content yet intrigued to discover how they would reach the golf 
course. Neither admitted to the other that a significant part of their interest in 
returning was to meet again the very attractive Sarah. 


‘Shall | begin by giving you an overview of what we do in this office?’ 
asked David. Roger demurred vigorously. 

‘Even more fundamental than that. How does everything work — even why 
do you have computers in the first place?’ 

‘OK, real square one stuff it is. The basic point, as I’m sure you've heard 
many times already, is that the energy of life flows from the Creator through 
heaven, hell and this second phase to the physical universe. So everything there 
has its counterpart here. As a physicist you'll be familiar with the fundamental 
forces that keep the universe functioning. Their derivation is here, in this 
dimension, thus keeping their manifestations operating in the physical universe. 
It’s why there’s energy throughout it which can never be lost, only changed to 
different forms. 

‘On earth humans have applied knowledge to their great benefit, 
particularly so with electromagnetism - used as a useful source of power for all 
kinds of apparatus. So when people who have such knowledge change to this 
dimension they bring that know-how with them. If what they did on earth has 
benefits for other people here then those who want to help others will continue to 
do so — so useful items get made here. 

‘But the creative energy continues to flow, so those people in their turn 
become a channel for it to the physical plane, sponsoring more invention. So 
there’s continual interplay between this dimension and earth, which is how the 
industrial revolution spread from small beginnings. We're considering its 
continuation, of course, the technological revolution. Humans believe everything 
starts and finishes on earth, because the race there is still largely bound up with 
self orientated arrogance due to its history.’ 

‘At least physicists admit we don’t know precisely what comprises gravity 
or electromagnetism,’ Roger countered. 

‘True — but as with other forms of knowledge, what matters is whether you 
can apply what you know usefully in the service of other people. The power of 
computers has provided the basis for far greater human interaction than has ever 
been possible. The potential for good is vast — but, as I’m sure you know, 
because life also flows through hell to earth, there’s also the huge amount of 
cheating, stealing, spreading harmful ideas, falsification, malicious attacks on 
other computers and so on.’ 

‘Hold on,’ interposed Roger, ‘I can see your argument....’ 

‘It's not an argument, Roger, it’s the way it is!’ 
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‘Alright, | can’t argue against that, since I’m here, alive, and enjoying the 
continuation of life. | can see that hellish influence could make some people write 
computer viruses.... 

‘Now you hold on. Hellish influence now can’t make anyone do anything. 
Humans experience it, mentally of course, as temptation, but whether they give 
in to it is a matter of choice. There’s no way someone who loves helping other 
people in the best way they can imagine — and that depends on how they were 
educated in the widest sense — would ever want to write a virus program. Or try 
to lure a child for sexual gratification, or produce instructions on bomb making, or 
create sadistic and masochistic pornography videos or any one of the multitude 
of other programs designed to harm other people in one way or another.’ 

‘Alright, | accept what you say. But what happens when someone gets 
here who spent his or her life writing virus programs....and revelling in the fact 
that they remained incognito?’ 

‘If such a person really made that the core of their activities, they'll latch on 
to computers here and keep believing they can wreck others’ usefulness and 
enjoyment and drift into hell unable to break the cycle of selfish intention and 
abject failure because, of course, their work inevitably is ineffective. Hell is 
permanent frustration, and therefore quite horrible to anyone whose basic 
motivation is not self orientated.’ 

Roger opened his arms in a gesture of compliance. ‘Point taken, David. 
But what | hope is that what | did won’t count against me now.’ 

‘Ah, you’re thinking along age old lines....count against me. Nothing 
counts against you. There’s no plus or minus score here. Although your work, as 
you told me, was to produce better and more accurate guidance for weapons — 
and their only purpose is to destroy — what matters for you is whether you 
thought you were helping others. Did you truly believe they were necessary to 
protect your countrymen?’ 

‘That's what my receiver, Mark, pointed out. The fact is I’m not sure. | 
didn’t think it through.’ 

David was unconvinced. ‘Il expect you did but at a subconscious level, 
perhaps. It will resurface, you can be sure of that. Nothing of your thoughts has 
been lost.’ 

Roger frowned but realised that any response would again emanate from 
a self orientated view. He looked around the office. 

‘We seem to have strayed from computer technology here,’ he said. 

David smiled. In a sense. But the basis of life here permeates everything, 
so you keep returning to it — especially as a newcomer. Nevertheless, you can 
understand how we come to have computers and the fact that they get their 
power from this dimension’s electricity, which doesn’t need power stations or 
cables. All you have to do is to want the computer to power up.’ 

Roger grinned. ‘No supply interruption problems, then?’ 

‘Absolutely not, except in hell....everything’s dysfunctional there, as you're 
beginning to understand.’ David returned the grin. ‘As the other guys told you, we 
operate a database program here which helps us suggest activities newcomers 
can try. You'll realise there are people becoming conscious here without any 
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pause -— it’s a perpetual flow. Although you feel there’s only you and me here 
now, actually there are many others present in this building. They are all from 
similar backgrounds to you — varied countries, of course, but all familiar with the 
business of finding employment through agencies of one kind or another.’ 

‘Just as on earth...’ 

‘Yes, but without any wage or salary details....that’s the first challenge for 
many. What job would you have done on earth if you didn’t need money?’ 

‘Ah,’ agreed Roger, ‘it certainly would be. Though | suppose it'd be like 
someone who had made plenty of money and then decided to turn to helping 
people in the third world, as it’s called.’ 

‘| know about that,’ said David. 

‘Were you involved....’ 

‘Doesn’t matter what | did on earth, or when | lived. If everyone in this 
phase and heaven paraded their earthly lives we’d be the most amazing bores — 
literally forever talking about ourselves. Just not on! It’s only on earth that 
occupation confers identity.’ 

‘OK.’ 

‘This database gets updated all the time as receivers and many other 
helpers let us know about opportunities for newcomers, and ones that have been 
filled. The data is in a perpetual state of flux, so it needs to be perpetually 
accurate. The program also needs regular attention — we don’t get glitches, but 
we do need code improvements as people suggest useful changes. So, would 
you try your hand at inputting data first, then perhaps you could move on to 
program editing?’ 

‘Certainly. | like the idea. It'll be a great new experience for me and I'll 
enjoy seeing it made use of by other new boys like me.’ 

‘And girls...but that’s the answer | wanted to hear. Bang on, Roger!’ 

Roger laughed heartily. ‘I like your expression....are you sure you won't 
tell me.....’ 

‘No, but you might make a guess....’ 

‘Bet you were involved with computers.’ 

‘Right, but you can’t bet....’ 

‘Ah, ‘ Roger chuckled. ‘We have to ditch quite a few earthly expressions, | 
realise.’ 

‘Oh, yes. Use of language continues to define you here.’ 

As Roger sat beside David and watched his computer screen jump into life 
he felt like pinching himself to be sure he wasn’t back on earth and everything 
had been a dream. A spreadsheet program was revealed containing a great 
number of entries detailing pursuits. There were also lists of many occupations 
on earth with analyses of integral attitudes and skills that might offer links to 
occupations in the second phase where, like Roger’s, earthly ones were non- 
starters, such as finance, weaponry, meteorology, medicine....his eyes bulged 
realising the scope of occupations in that category. David, sensing his 
wonderment, explained. 

‘That’s not surprising. Think of the great diversification of pursuits in the 
history of humans on earth. Many are linked to improving physical conditions — 
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health, environment, convenience, social organisation and so forth — but others 
are the result of groups wanting to dominate others, hence the spin off from the 
incessant wars waged on earth. It’s quite understandable that, for one reason or 
another, there’s no direct link between a great many earthly occupations and 
what can be undertaken here in the second phase and finally in heaven. The key 
characteristic is simple, as you’ve already heard many times, whatever was done 
on earth was it primarily to help others?’ 

‘But isn’t that too glib? | mean, we heard in a talk by one of our receivers 
that everyone develops a conscience and you deal with others according to that. 
Well, you ought to, | suppose. But what if, say, a child is brought up to believe 
something is right whereas most people regard it as wrong. I’ve seen an example 
with a young friend in our group. Take it further - what if some people believe 
others are evil and it’s right to kill them. If that belief becomes ingrained in their 
conscience, what constitutes helping others in their case?’ 

‘That dichotomy is frequently quoted by newcomers,’ said David. ‘I can 
answer by giving an extreme example, but extremes are rare on earth, especially 
now with so much interaction through books, radio, television and the web. The 
extreme case scenario could have occurred in an isolated group of people who 
practised head hunting — that’s the killing kind, not what we’re doing here for 
occupations! A child might be taught that capturing the heads of outsiders 
brought greater power to the group, therefore to do that was seen as helping all 
members of it. So such a person, as an adult, who refused to seek heads for 
selfish reasons, for example because he was afraid of being killed himself, or 
preferred an easy life, his core character would be self-orientated which would 
give him problems in this phase. 

‘But that’s an extreme case and could occur only if there were no 
possibility of influence from somewhere suggesting that hunting heads was nota 
good thing! So now, for the huge majority of people on earth, there’s a great 
likelinood of exposure to varied views of what is or is not in the best interests of 
all others. Using judgment as to what that help should be is part of the process of 
character building.’ 

Roger saw the logic but thought again how many people live lives with 
very mixed motives. 

‘| guess many people spend a long time in this phase sorting themselves 
out. | rather feel I’m one them!’ 

‘Which is where we come in. Many people need to try many occupations 
during their stay. As you say it can seem a long time. By finding out how old a 
known person was when they died some have reckoned their stay as long as 
thirty earth years. But people here think of changes in their state instead of a 
measure of passing time, so for example if they change occupations they'll 
remember that succession. In heaven, of course, it’s different again because 
there the experience is of living perpetually in the present.’ 

Roger posed the obvious question. ‘So how is it for you, a receiver, when 
you are here in this phase?’ 

‘Good point, my friend. | can’t really explain it to you because you've no 
experience of heaven as yet. | want to do this job because | love helping others 
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because in so doing I’m serving the Creator and He’s the key to my wonderful 
existence. Hopefully | get to encourage many people to choose heaven as their 
destination, so frequently | have the urge to return to this place. But when | go 
back home it seems | haven’t been away. I’m doing exactly what | was doing, 
though I’m aware of my other activity. It’s quite fascinating. Perhaps you'll 
experience it in due course.’ 

‘Well, you’re right, | can’t understand that, but then there were plenty of 
things | didn’t understand about physics on earth, good degree or not. | didn’t opt 
to do research, so some developments passed me by. A common occurrence — 
perhaps you knew the feeling....’ 

‘Perhaps | did, or perhaps | did a Ph.D., or perhaps | just sold computers 
in a megastore....it doesn’t matter, my friend!’ David teased. 

Roger laughed. ‘Let’s get down to details — how do you get the data to 
record?’ 

‘Ah, the best way possible, by word of mouth. Receivers and all others 
who have a role in helping newcomers visit us and tell us what they want. No 
paper, no telephone, not even email — can you guess why?’ 

‘Er, Roger paused trying to apply his short experience, ‘I guess it’s 
because things operate here through personal interaction.’ 

‘Bang on again. You're beginning to get a feel for the place.’ David’s face 
glowed with pleasure. ‘There’s no hassle about time or distance — anyone who 
needs to meet anyone can do so instantaneously, even though the word implies 
time. So we get to meet a great number of these helper guys. You may have 
been told that when we receivers become a bit too much for newcomers to take, 
they get to meet people from the second level of heaven, and then in due course, 
if preferred, people from the first level. So there’s a never-ending stream of 
helpers giving us information. Newcomers get to this office in fits and starts — 
what triggers their visits is interest in doing something positive, as was the case 
with your two buddies, though they took some time to find the place. However, 
they knew where to bring you.’ 

‘Good, this sounds easy so far. | can certainly put in details like | see on 
the screen. | imagine the program is user-friendly; wouldn’t be suitable here 
otherwise, would it?’ Roger smiled, raising his eyebrows in mock query. 

‘Sure, and there’s a faultless operating system, there’s no external control, 
nor financial constraints. All we need are programs for specific purposes pure 
and simple.’ 

‘And no glitches or crashes.....heavenly computing, | see!’ laughed Roger. 

‘Well, not quite, since this isn’t heaven. Now | can’t begin to tell you how 
superb....’ 

Grinning, David let Roger’s further laughter interrupt his enticing 
promotion. 

‘Whether you were a computer salesman or not, you’re a brilliant advert 
for life in heaven. | want to say you’re amusing and down to earth.....but that 
won't do, will it?’ 


148 


It was David’s turn to laugh outright. ‘No, and down to heaven doesn't give 
the same meaning! But | know what you mean — and thank you. Some 
newcomers are surprised that many of us are quite ordinary guys.’ 

Roger contentedly browsed the program, finding the process intuitive and 
delighted that his mental skills were just as they had been on earth. As he 
scrolled through analyses of skills of earthly occupations he recalled Angela’s 
introduction to herself at the group’s first meeting. 

‘There’s a lady in our group who'd be useful here, I’m sure. Her name’s 
Angela and she ran a business finding employment opportunities for managers 
who'd been made redundant. | wonder what she’s doing? Can | bring her here?’ 

‘Good idea.’ 

‘So, how do l.....?’ 

‘Oh, yes, second nature to us, of course. You can’t bring her here the 
quick way — that’d be too weird if anyone could be whisked away whatever they 
were doing. But you can think about her and you'll be with her, then you can ask 
her to come back with you or to do so when she’s completed whatever she is 
involved with. Or, of course, you can ask her on the next occasion your group 
gets together.’ 

‘T'll try going direct to her now.’ 

‘Good. You do that.’ 

Roger blinked and concentrated on a mental image of Angela. She was 
sitting on a seat near their conference centre base and Roger found himself 
standing in front of her. 

‘Roger, hi!’ she greeted him. ‘I thought you’d been taken off by Carlton and 
Malcolm.’ 

‘| was. They took me to a guy who suggested a job | could do. He’s 
another receiver, very easy going....runs a sort of employment agency, uses 
interesting computer programs, almost like on earth. The point is, when | started 
looking at data | realised you must have had something similar in the recruitment 
business you ran. Remember, you told the group about it when we first met? | 
wondered whether you'd be interested in coming to look at it. I’m sure you have 
just the right expertise.’ 

‘That’s a great idea. | was wondering what | should do next — I’d been 
trying to make sense of some of Matthew’s talk, together with things he told me 
when | first met him.’ 

‘So you’re not tied up with anything else, yet?’ 

Angela smiled. ‘We've not had time for that, have we? And | can’t help 
saying time.’ 

‘| Know what you mean. | suppose we'll continue to think that way for a 
long time yet — touché! Anyway, you’re happy to come with me?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘David, this is Angela; Angela, this is David whom | mentioned to you....’ 

The change, as usual, was absolutely seamless, just as on earth a mind 
can change location instantaneously. From Angela’s point of view she found 
herself in an office instead of sitting outside. She glanced around the walls and 
appraised the furniture as she accepted David’s hand in greeting. 
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‘Good to meet you, Angela. Roger tells me you have just the kind of 
experience we need here. Job analysis matched to people’s experience. You ran 
a business helping redundant people?’ 

‘That’s correct. Do you really do the same here?’ 

‘Oh, yes. Newcomers who truly wanted to help others on earth find their 
way here. Those that were used to offices and the like. Because everything at 
first seems amazing they need help finding what’s available. Then they discover 
many occupations just don’t transfer, so we have to dig into their personalities for 
traits they developed that they can use. You'll not be surprised that occupations 
here are heavily into service. You have experience in analysing people’s skills, 
don’t you? Just the person we need.’ 

‘T'll be happy to try. But given what you do, haven’t you other people doing 
this?’ 

‘Certainly. As | explained to Roger there are many such here, in this 
building, but you aren’t aware of them now. But remember everyone in this 
second phase moves out of it, so vacancies occur incessantly. There’s no such 
thing as full employment here!’ 

Angela nodded purposefully to both men. ‘Fine, where do | begin?’ 

‘Right here.’ David indicated one of the desks and repeated his 
demonstration of the spreadsheet program. In her turn Angela marvelled both at 
its ease of operation and how familiar was the experience of operating the 
computer. Roger was delighted at the prospect of working alongside her, 
guessing that David was not going to be on hand throughout. 

They both examined the data in detail. Every job delineated clearly had 
the thread of service running through it. The long list of those on earth also had 
whatever service element each possessed highlighted. There was also a lengthy 
list of hobby pursuits from which newcomers might find solutions, as had Carlton 
and Malcolm. 

David watched the two become absorbed in the process of familiarisation. 
Blessed with keen intelligence, a product of their earthly genes, education and 
life opportunities both learned with ease. Angela then leaned back. 

‘We need someone to practise with. How can we achieve that, David?’ 

‘How many are there in your group altogether? | know four of you....’ 

‘Six.’ 

‘Who are the other two?’ 

Roger and Angela looked at each other. Angela spoke first. 

‘Their names are Jennifer and Leroy. As it happens I’ve had a first 
experience finding about life here with Jennifer...’ 

‘....and | had the same with Leroy.’ 

‘That sounds ideal. You already know something about them. | suggest 
you bring them here — or join them, explain what you’re doing, and see whether 
they're interested to try out an occupation. Then see what you can find to offer 
them.’ 

Again Roger and Angela exchanged glances. David caught the vibes 
immediately. ‘Ah, you already sense problems. Even better. You know them but 
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they're a challenge? A great many newcomers are in that category,’ he chuckled. 
‘I'll leave you to it. Call on me when you need me.’ 

Roger and Angela were alone. 

‘Nice office,’ offered Roger to cover their embarrassment. 

‘That’s true. Now how do we go about this? We can’t just call them here, 
can we?’ 

‘No, but we can do as David suggested, and as | did when | wanted to 
know whether you would come here. Shall we try to find them separately, then 
get back?’ 

‘| suppose that’s the best way,’ said Angela. ‘What about the office whilst 
we're away? | guess we don’t have to lock up....?’ 

Roger laughed. ‘From the little I’ve seen so far I’m sure it’s safe. When 
Leroy tried to commit a foul whilst we were playing football something very 
unpleasant happened to him. My guess is that’s what would happen to anyone 
here trying to do something nasty, like stealing or damaging the place. Anyway, 
I’m sure David wouldn't have left us if that were not so. Then again, he told me 
there were many other people in the building though we can’t see them.’ 

A quizzical expression conveyed her thoughts. ‘Strange, | wonder why 
not?’ 

‘| didn’t ask. However, let’s give it a try. I’m thinking of Leroy....’ 

Angela, now on her own, wondered where Jennifer might be. 

The room was empty but throughout the building there was the buzz of 
many voices. It was indeed full of activity. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


The notion of walking to a known destination via an unknown route without 
any guide fascinated Carlton and Malcolm. Brisk pace with no trace of muscle 
twinge or aching feet, the exercise would have afforded them great pleasure 
without the scenery. As it was the dappled field colours, the distant hills, golden 
light sparkling on a gently meandering stream invaded their senses with a feeling 
of delight and contentment. For Carlton that was unusual, as he admitted. 

‘If ’'d been forced to walk like this back on earth I’d have been greatly 
uptight,’ he drawled. ‘l rarely walked by choice. Did you?’ 

‘Not often. Couldn’t have done when | grew older. Enjoyed walking golf 
courses when | was younger. Did some sailing as well — that kept me off my feet. 
Had a small yacht for a time — Sydney harbours a great place for boating, 
y'know.’ 

‘You said you had some real estate there. Guess you did quite well to 
afford that, like me. Scottsdale was a great location in Arizona. I'd a pretty cool 
place near some great golf courses. But | didn’t go in for walking, too hot most of 
the time.’ 

‘You said you were a lawyer.’ 

‘Yeah, litigation. Very lucrative — and our firm was the best.’ Carlton lifted 
his head surveying the distant horizon that had amazing depth. But he was 
looking into his past. They were silent for a while. 

‘Odd,’ said Malcolm. ‘Can’t hear our footsteps.’ 

Carlton bent an ear. “You're right.’ 

| Know these shoes o’ mine made sounds because the sheilas in our 
home said they could tell my footsteps in the garden from everyone else. So, why 
not here?’ 

‘| guess it’s something to do with not being permanent here.’ 

‘Seems weird to me. It’s like on the golf course, we didn’t leave footprints 
in the sand or pitchmarks on the greens.’ 

Carlton was inclined to be dismissive. ‘Like they told us, materials behave 
differently here, we can’t cause any damage and nothing decays because there’s 
no birth and death. | had it so wrong when | first found where | was after....well, 
you know.....death.’ He stopped abruptly and faced Malcolm. ‘I haven't a glimmer 
as to what | was doing when whatever it was happened to me. | cannot compute 
how | died.’ 

‘| can, but | was ill for a long time. Cancer, like | told everyone. You just go 
downhill knowing what’s coming. Then one day you go down the tube. So when | 
woke here | was lying on a bed and still needed to rest. My girl Rachel was there, 
treating me so gently. Of course, | didn’t believe her at first, except there wasn’t 
such a real good looker on the staff. Then she told me to stand on me feet, on 
me own, mate. Hadn’t done that for weeks, so when | found | could | knew 
something odd had happened.’ 

They started walking again. Carlton wanted to put the record straight. 
‘Suddenly being here was so abrupt | couldn’t accept what had happened either. 
But then, compared with my thoroughly organised life, being in the office or in 
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court day after day, many hours a day as well — you know, up early, work late, go 
to a diner for a late evening meal, then home to sleep — well organised and 
predictable. Here, though, seemed so disorganised, take it or leave it. No positive 
information about this level of existence whilst you’re on earth, only the wafflings 
of so many religions. | felt....well you Know how | felt.’ 

‘Sure, but forget it. Deep down you ain't an old cuss, mate.’ 

Carlton laughed. ‘I don’t know what I’m like deep down. Do you?’ 

‘Nah. | ran the business to make money. You know a business can’t stand 
still, you have to expand, so when making ad films didn’t pay so well, | had to 
look for something else. So | went for porno. Sex always sells. Didn’t seem 
anything wrong with it. | wouldn’t have anything to do with hard stuff, though 
some people tried to tempt me that way. | lost some models as a result but | 
preferred to stick with those who worked for a bit of fun as well as money.’ 

‘Seems OK to me. You did them a service by paying them for their work. | 
had the same idea — | offered a service to people who’d been wronged. Usually it 
was a case of a small individual facing a big corporation which had flattened 
them in some way, so | fought for the underdog and got them a cash reward. I’m 
certainly not going to feel ashamed of that.’ 

‘Right. What bugs me, though, now we’re here, is that | know people used 
my films to get people interested, then prodded them into the vicious stuff. But | 
didn’t have any control over that.’ 

‘Agreed, no more did | when people came trying to sue over ridiculous 
matters, like complaining that a school hadn’t taught them properly when the 
reports demonstrated they’d shown hardly any inclination to study. But | never 
refused a case — and if got a positive result by probing weak points in the law | 
felt I'd done a good job. | knew the downside was increase in insurance and 
costs to the public, but as | was a member of the public as well | thought that was 
fair enough. | paid like everyone else.’ 

‘Give ‘em what they want, that was my motto. It works for news across the 
world, doesn’t it? People don’t want to read about all the good little boys and 
girls, do they? Nah, they want to know which politician has been in whose bed, 
whose been shot, who took drugs when he was a kid, which bank’s been 
raided....that’s what sells newspapers and keeps TV news companies in the 
black. You can’t suddenly turn people off that sort of thing. So | had no problem 
selling my cheeky little videos.’ 

Malcolm half turned and opened his arms in a gesture of supplication to 
his companion. Then another thought prompted a question. 

‘Were you married, mate?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Anything on the side?’ 

Carlton smiled. ‘| had a housekeeper who looked after everything in my 
house so | could concentrate fully on my work. To be frank | wasn’t overly 
bothered about sex. But the girl was quite attractive and occasionally she 
became, as you put it, my bit on the side. | wouldn’t have been in the market for 
your videos, Malcolm. Fortunately for your sales | was greatly in the minority!’ 

Malcolm laughed and cheered ironically. ‘That's for sure.’ 
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Again they were silent, content to enjoy their walk, yet both cogitating 
upon their current situation. They had come to terms with their continued 
existence and for the most part had enjoyed the experience so far. The 
indeterminate nature of the future niggled, however. What would they truly want 
to do long term in situations where only other people mattered, not themselves? 
Long term meant permanency, the receivers said. Carlton wondered about the 
first level of heaven, where people lived who enjoyed keeping to rules. Surely 
that meant obeying laws, so someone must make them. Were there opportunities 
there for a lawyer from earth? Must be, surely, there are plenty of us. 

Malcolm was worried about his pornographic work. Society was 
ambivalent, both condemning yet attracted. Was that one difference between 
good and evil that some people forever nattered about? Ugly, vicious images and 
activity, yes, he could imagine hell like that, but was there any real harm in naked 
men and women larking about in swimming pools, being athletic, bit of spanking, 
getting sexually aroused...? Surely you weren't condemned for having a spot of 
fun now and then? After all, it was only human nature. 

It was the sudden strange movement that stopped them both in their 
tracks. The man was dressed from head to toe in combat camouflage but as a 
means of fading into the landscape the uniform was a signal failure. Though he 
was crouching behind a dense, lushly growing bush he stood out starkly. His 
harsh outline tried to speak of threat and menace; a khaki flak helmet concealed 
his face as he bent forward; immobile as a statue, apparently fearful of betraying 
his position by fractional movement. The effect was as ridiculously incongruous 
as the legendary ostrich standing head in sand. 

‘Oi, what are you doing there, mate?’ called Malcolm involuntarily. 

The figure remained transfixed. 

The two men reached him and stared at the odd spectacle. 

‘You look bloody daft, mate. If you’re trying to hide, it ain’t working. You 
stick out like a sore thumb.’ 

The ridicule had a glimmer of effect. From the buried face a response 
hissed through clenched teeth. 

‘Shut up, you fools, and get down. They'll pick you off easy, standing 
there.’ 

‘Who will? demanded Carlton. ‘There’s no one in sight except us. Who are 
you?’ 

Slowly the man raised his head but kept the rest of his body still. He 
stared at the oddly dressed walkers, one in a suit, the other in jeans and pullover. 

‘They're out there, somewhere. We smashed the shit out of them with that 
battering yesterday; killed half of them I'll bet, but the survivors are out for what 
revenge they can get. What the hell are you civilians doing wandering about in a 
war zone? It’s a miracle you haven't been hit!’ 

‘My dear sir, there’s no war here,’ said Carlton, not unkindly. ‘Don’t you 
know where you are?’ 

‘Not exactly, I'll admit. | must have been shaken up by that last shell. But 
I'll get my bearings again soon. And don't tell me there’s no one around. Didn't 
you see that large guy in arctic fatigues walk past just now — though why he’s 
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dressed like that now the snow’s melted I'll never know. He tried to con me out of 
hiding as well but I’m not falling for that trick!’ 

Malcolm and Carlton exchanged a comprehending glance and the latter 
went along with the deception. 

‘Did you see whether he was armed?’ 

‘| couldn’t see his rifle, but he had one somewhere, |’m sure. Trouble is, 
I’ve lost mine somehow. So I’m staying here until my lot find me. They'll be out 
looking at nightfall; we never leave a guy, dead or alive. Take my advice and 
bugger off out of the area mighty quick. We shoot first and ask questions after — 
it's the safest policy.’ 

‘Look, mate, didn’t the guy in white tell you what's really happened to 
you?’ Malcolm asked. 

‘Oh, yes, the bloody idiot. Told me I’ve been killed and reached the next 
world! Of all the stupid bastards! I’ve heard some crap in my time but that’s the 
first time anyone’s tried to winkle out this sniper with such a load of bullshit.’ 

Again Carlton and Malcolm looked at one another, helplessness slowly 
suffusing their features. 

‘Young sir, offered Carlton, ‘we're going to tell you exactly the same 
because it’s true. You’re a newcomer here, so are we, though we've got over our 
first surprise and know something of this existence. If you choose not to believe 
us you'll have to continue waiting for your friends, but when you find they don’t 
come | suggest you start thinking about that man in white again. You'll probably 
find he'll come to your rescue instead, that is if you’re prepared to listen.’ 

In answer the young soldier glared with such furious viciousness that both 
men knew their words were meaningless. He continued to keep his body 
absolutely still. Malcolm shrugged his shoulders. 

‘OK, mate. Have it your way. Cheers, you need it.’ 

He started to walk away and was shortly followed by Carlton. They looked 
back to see the pathetic figure still crouching behind the bush in vain 
concealment. 

‘Nothing we can do for him. | didn’t believe Rachel when she told me 
some people don’t recognise they're no longer on earth, but having seen that 
bloke, | see what she meant.’ 

‘| wonder what'll happen to him? | didn’t realise even receivers are 
helpless in the face of such an attitude. Perhaps the lovely Sarah will be able to 
explain when we see her again.’ 

‘Ah, yes, the golf course. Hey, look, there it is. That stream we’ve been 
following — it’s the one that crosses between the first and second holes. 
Remember?’ 

‘Sure, when we found out water isn’t wet! | still think that’s weird, but quite 
fun. We must try swimming sometime.’ 

‘Not as weird as finding you can’t spill your drinks — though that’s very 
convenient, ain't it?’ grinned Malcolm. 

They marvelled again at the elegant approach to the clubhouse and 
walked confidently through the entrance, turning to what they continued to call 
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the pro’s shop. Their experience led them to believe that, having come to fulfil 
their intended role as advisory caddies, Sarah would immediately appear. 

She did not. 

Nonplussed, they went back to the entrance, searching for other people. 
Seeing no one, they went outside and scoured what they could see of the 
course, looking for other players. After feeling they were in sole possession, they 
were relieved to see two men walking from the eighteenth green. From his ultra 
smart white shirt, shorts, socks and shoes one was a receiver. The other, smiling 
happily, was obviously a newcomer. 

‘Hello, guys,’ the receiver called. “‘You’re looking for someone?’ 

Carlton responded. ‘Indeed so, you may know her, Sarah, like you she..... 

‘| certainly do. Have you played with her before?’ 

‘One round,’ answered Malcolm, ‘we came here because we were told 
caddies were needed. We met Sarah and she played a round with us to show us 
the course. So we’ve come back to see how we can help, assuming she’d be 
here, or would join us....well, | guess you know how.’ 

‘Ah, if she hasn’t done so, that’s probably because she proved a touch too 
much for you. Not at golf, of course, though she’s an excellent player. | mean her 
attitude and conversation. You’re recent arrivals, aren’t you, like my friend here. 
After contact with us receivers other people take our place, from the second level 
of heaven. You may find them more easy going. | suggest you go back inside 
and sit down in the lounge, have a drink if you feel like it, just help yourself from 
the bar, and wait. If you’re here to help, someone will soon appear.’ 

‘OK, mate, but I’m sorry we won't see Sarah. She’s a great looker!’ 

‘Ah, | understand why she hasn't joined you on this visit.’ The man 
chuckled kindly, indicated they should all walk inside, which they did. The 
newcomer hesitated, looking at his shoes, but as Malcolm and Carlton knew and 
the receiver explained, there was no possibility of any grass or dirt clinging to his 
shoes, nor of spikes marking the floor. The two players walked away to the pro’s 
shop with their golf bags and Carlton led the way to the lounge and bar. 

Slightly fazed by there being just a single full bottle of amber coloured 
liquid standing on the counter, albeit with a number of glasses ranged nearby, 
they looked at one another posing the obvious question. 

‘We have to try it, | suppose,’ Carlton ventured. 

‘Can't see any others. Now in Oz we called beer the amber liquid. Wonder 
if that’s what it tastes like?’ 

Carlton took two glasses and filled each, handing one to his companion. 
They held the glasses high, scanning the liquid, gently clinked them together 
then tasted tentatively. Two pairs of eyebrows rose appreciatively. 

‘That’s the best beer I’ve ever tasted, mate. Just like me favourite bevvy.’ 

‘Same here,’ agreed Carlton. ‘There’s an excellent light beer | loved in 
Arizona. Great for the climate. This tastes just the same and it’s ideally cool as 
well.’ 

Malcolm savoured his again. ‘So are we tasting what we each like, even 
though it’s from the same bottle?’ 
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‘| guess so. That seemed to be the case when we ate and drank back at 
the meeting place. That is, apart from when | drank some after exploding. You 
know I’m beginning to get the message. What you want you get, if you’re in tune 
with life here. But if you’re not, rotten things happen.’ 

‘Seems so. | reckon if you can have anything you want but you ain’t forced 
to do anything, you could jus’ lie back and do nothing. But then, as you say, you 
ain't in tune with life, so things go pear shaped. So what's left? It’s got to be 
looking out for other guys. Like Sarah said, the fun of playing golf here is make 
sure your partner has a good game, but you’ve got to give it your very best shot 
to challenge him to produce his best.’ 

‘Excellent summary, friend,’ said a voice. 

The men turned sharply in its direction and saw a sprightly figure standing 
near the entrance. Neither had noticed his appearance. He was dressed 
conventionally in a short sleeved dark blue golf shirt, light blue slacks and white 
shoes. An open, well tanned face smiled above broad shoulders held by a 
ramrod straight back. He approached the bar with easy movement and helped 
himself to a drink from the bottle which appeared full again. 

‘Name’s Mario. | think | help. You are....?’ 

Carlton performed the introductions. ‘You probably can, sir. May we ask, 
do you know this place well? 

‘Oh yes, Carlton. | play course many times. You both newcomers, | see. 
You wait for someone special?’ 

‘Too right, mate,’ replied Malcolm. ‘A gal called Sarah. She’s one of them 
receivers — we came here because we’d been told caddies were needed, though 
neither of us ever did that sort of thing before, you know, on earth like. Anyway 
she met us and took us round the course, explaining a lot which we had to get 
used to. So we’ve come back to see what we can do and thought she’d appear, 
like she did last time.’ 

‘Instead, | appear!’ Mario laughed sympathetically. ‘Sarah, | have met her. 
She’s a grape, isn’t she?’ 

‘A what?’ Malcolm asked, puzzled by the expression. 

‘Ah, forgive me. Though you understand me, | think | soeak my language, 
Portuguese. | was Brazilian on earth and we call beautiful women grapes. | think 
you Call them peaches.’ 

Carlton grinned. ‘She’s certainly juicy — and nicely rounded. | get the 
picture!’ 

‘D’ye know where she is?’ Malcolm enquired. 

‘My friends, these receivers, they are always with new arrivals. Then 
others meet you, then more others. This is for you to see who you like to live 
with. If you don’t like any of them you go off on your own. Receivers are in 
topmost heaven. Then you get people like me. | live in middle heaven. After me 
you get people from bottommost heaven. You find who suits you best. OK?’ 

‘Sure, we get that. Pity we don’t get the luscious Sarah, though,’ said 
Malcolm. ‘Are you going to take her place and tell us what we can do to help?’ 

‘Of course. | take you to people who want to learn golf. You teach them. 
OK?’ 
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‘You mean people start playing golf here, even if they didn’t on earth?’ 

‘Of course, why not? Ever say life’s too short for everything you want? 
Here you have all time, though there’s no time at all — you get it?’ Mario chuckled 
deeply. ‘You do what you like here; help you find out what you want in the end.’ 

‘You may be able to explain something strange we saw whilst we walked 
here,’ said Carlton. ‘There was a soldier, obviously a newcomer, trying to hide 
behind a bush, imagining he was still fighting in a war on earth. From what he 
told us a receiver had spoken to him but he thought the idea of having died was 
crazy. He wouldn’t listen to us either. If he won't accept any explanation from 
anyone, what will happen to him? 

‘Ah yes, happens often. You die suddenly on earth. You wake here, 
everything fine, you think you still there. No problem if you listen to receiver. One 
always appears. Big problem if you don’t believe. That man you saw, doesn't 
believe. He’ll go on normally — for him that’s battle on earth. But he'll realise 
something has happened because he hears no shots, sees no enemy. He wait 
and wait, then find he’s not hungry, or thirsty. Most peculiar! So he'll start to 
think...maybe....then a receiver can speak to him because then he'll listen.’ 

‘Pity for him,’ said Malcolm. ‘Still, he can’t come to any harm, can he, so 
we don't feel bad about leaving him.’ 

‘No problem,’ said Mario. ‘Now, you finished your drinks? Good, come, | 
introduce you to people who try to learn golf.’ 

He strode towards the pro’s shop and walked in. The two people they had 
met earlier were no longer there, but there were two oldish looking men holding 
bags replete with clubs. Wary looks changed to smiles as they recognised Mario. 

Well met again, Mario, said one, ‘are these men the teachers you 
promised?’ 

‘They are. They try to find useful jobs here and they are good golfers. You 
want to learn to do better,’ he turned to Carlton and Malcolm, ‘I play with them 
once, so they begin. You all enjoy getting to know each other and play together.’ 

Suddenly alert to the possibility that Mario was about to leave, Carlton 
exclaimed, ‘Hey, what about our kit, and how do you know whether we’re good at 
the game?’ 

‘No problem,’ he smiled. ‘You had kit before; think about it, you get it 
again, clothes also, like my friends here. | know you play well, Sarah told me.’ 

‘When did you see Sarah?’ Malcolm asked. 

‘Sarah tell me here,’ Mario tapped the side of his head. ‘We don’t have to 
meet in heaven. You see, perhaps. Anyway, | come back if you want me.’ 

He left the four men looking awkwardly at one another. Suddenly they all 
broke into tension diffusing laughter. 

‘| guess this is another challenge for all of us. In at the deep end. Shall we 
introduce one another and then see whether we can cope? My name’s 
Carlton...’ 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Angela found Jennifer heading for the hills. 

‘Hello, you did surprise me. Where have you come from?’ 

Angela smiled. ‘Sorry, this method of getting around takes some getting 
used to. | wanted to talk to you about a possible job. Huh, | sound just like | did 
with my recruitment agency. The fact is Roger and | are in an office where they 
help newcomers find some form of occupation, that is if they want do something 
useful. There’s a man in charge who’s shown us a computer program that helps 
match people to jobs. He suggested we try our hands with someone in our group, 
so | thought of you and Roger is going to find Leroy. Would you be interested to 
see whether there’s anything to suit you? 

Jennifer thought awhile, looking towards the blue rounded hills that 
seemed as far away as when she started walking towards them after Mary left 
her. Memories of her past, good and bad, twisted and tugged jostling and 
jangling for precedence. What did she want to do? 

Skilled at reading people, Angela knew when to be sympathetic. ’! know, | 
feel much the same. | haven’t a clue yet about the rea/ me as they put it. But | 
wasn’t one for sitting around at home — I’d never have been any good being a 
good little housewife for some man. | needed to be doing things; | wanted a 
career. | still don’t know whether that was truly to help others or to satisfy my 
ego, so I'll have to keep working at something to find out. | suppose if it was just 
for myself I’ll end up bored crazy here. But I’m thinking about you for now. Give 
something a try and see how it goes.’ 

Jennifer fingered the blue stole across her shoulders, looked directly at 
Angela and felt a slight glow of contentment quieten her thoughts. 

‘Thank you for that, Angela, you’re right. | need something to settle my 
mind one way or the other. Funny, isn’t it, that phrase, one way or the other. It’s 
got a new meaning here, hasn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, from what Matthew and the others have told us, it has. But they keep 
saying we make the choice, so I’m getting round to accepting that whatever we 
decide we get what we want.’ 

‘Mm, | still have a problem, Mary told me. We had a chat here, whilst | was 
walking in the fields back there. | can’t get rewards and punishments out of my 
mind. In my case there’s the fact that | got here by my own hand.’ 

Angela decided to be blunt. ‘True, but you can’t alter that any more than 
any of us can alter whatever we did on earth. So either snap out of thinking about 
it and see what you can do that’s useful, or you'll go on wallowing in a form of 
self pity. If you do that, no one can help you. Like me....and | want to help you! 
So come on, come back with me to this office.’ 

Only half convinced but nevertheless responding to Angela’s overture, 
Jennifer relaxed. ‘Alright. I’ll carry on this walk another time.’ 

‘Great idea. I'll come with you — | love walking and this countryside is 
something else, isn’t it?’ 

‘Absolutely. By the way, have you noticed you don’t crush any flowers or 
the grass when you walk? And another thing, you know | chose these shoes in 
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the mall we went to, and they’ve got quite high heels, well, | walk in them just as 
easily as my old brogues. Strange, isn’t it, but very pleasant.’ 

‘| hadn't realised. But | know you don't leave footprints or crush things 
when you walk. | noticed that almost immediately | became conscious here. Then 
| met Matthew.’ 

‘Shall we walk back to your office?’ 

Angela smiled. ‘No, let’s do it the quick way.’ 

They did. Jennifer looked around. ‘It’s very pleasant, isn’t it? The buildings 
we've seen so far, all the rooms, they’re light and spacious, pleasantly furnished 
as well. | wonder if everyone sees them like that?’ 

‘Ah, | wonder too. But let’s not get bogged down with that train of thought 
again. Have a seat and I'll boot up this computer again. Did you use one at your 
school?’ Angela knew she needed to refocus Jennifer's thoughts away from 
repetitious recrimination. 

‘Yes, and quite a few students had their own laptops. My years as a 
teacher saw all the problems of rapid technological change, because students 
got to grips with it far quicker than many of us did. All kinds of initiatives were 
thrown at teachers to encourage us to embrace IT. Some did more easily than 
others. | suppose | wasn’t too backward. It certainly gave students access to a 
fantastic amount of information compared to when | was a child. Then all we had 
for our own use were books in the school and public libraries.’ 

‘Don’t | remember it! | didn’t have much to do with computers until | long 
after my secretarial course — then | found | needed to catch up rapidly. 
Fortunately | did. Now.... there aren’t any openings for teaching children, I’ve 
found.’ 

‘No, there are none here. | still find that amazing, knowing some of the 
awful ones | did!’ 

‘You enjoyed the clothes shops. What about helping there?’ 

‘| wasn’t especially interested in fashion, so | expect people who go to 
those places expect someone to have an eye for suitability. The assistant in the 
shops we visited certainly did, you remember?’ 

‘Try thinking about the best time in your life; what did you enjoy most?’ 

Jennifer screwed her mouth. ‘| suppose when | was at college. To be 
honest | was glad to be away from home and | was looking forward to teaching. 
The students generally were friendly so we had a good time. Mary prodded me to 
recall someone I'd helped there, a girl called Christine who got herself pregnant. 
She was opposed to abortion and | found myself supporting her.’ 

Angela typed in comments and scanned the database. No suggestions 
were forthcoming. ‘| need more to go on,’ she urged. ‘It’s natural that most people 
in this phase seem old when they arrive. Our group is exceptional, | imagine, only 
Malcolm lived a reasonably long life on earth; | guess he reached his seventies. 
Most new arrivals are mentally more in tune with older people. | can see from this 
data many take the opportunity to try new activities now they have full vitality, 
including various education courses, but obviously they need experienced people 
from the heavens for that. But there must be something..... 

Jennifer smiled wryly. ‘Seems I’m not much use after all.’ 
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Angela snapped. ‘Stop it, Jennifer. Try being positive — you obviously were 
at college. Hey, here’s a thought, something I’d be keen on as well.’ She tapped 
the screen. ‘What were you like with animals?’ 

‘Oh, | loved dogs. We had a couple when | was a child, not both together, 
one after the other, so | grew up with them. The first was a mongrel called Tinker. 
He lived up to his name but was adorable. Had some terrier in him so he was 
hardy. He lived to twelve, then we had a Tibetan Spaniel called Lordy, because 
he looked aloof and aristocratic. He was about five when we had him as a rescue 
dog. He was still at home when | went to college. Whenever | was fed up 
because | hadn’t pleased my parents | used to take the dog to my bedroom or for 
a walk . But | couldn’t have one when | was teaching, being out all day. Then 
when | got married | found my husband hated dogs. But, have you seen any 
here? | haven't, and frankly | haven't looked.’ 

‘Neither have I, but | always had cats. One of my first reactions here was 
feeling sad I’d left my two cats alone but Matthew assured me people would look 
after them, which really | knew. But on this database animals are mentioned, they 
want people to, wait a bit, it says match animals to people. | wonder what that 
means?’ 

‘No idea, but I’d love to know whether Tinker and Lordy are here. Do 
animals come here, like us? | know lots of people think their pets do.’ 

‘We need more information. | wonder whether this program can tell us who 
can do that?’ Angela immersed herself in it, scanning education. Jennifer keenly 
followed the data, leaning over Angela’s shoulder. ‘There, exclaimed Angela, ‘All 
You Want To Know About Animals in the Second Phase of Life’ — talks by 
Edgar.’ 

‘Edgar, wasn’t there a naturalist called Edgar Eversen? Had a series on 
TV years ago. Started the trend for nature programs from around the world.’ 

‘Yes, | remember. | wonder whether this is that guy? Now, how do we find 
him? There’s no information about time and place. Oh, | get it. Time and space 
don’t exist, well, not like we knew them.’ She scanned every section of the 
information on the screen to no avail. She raised a puzzled head. ‘It seems odd 
to see there are talks but no clue how you find them.’ 

‘Ladies, hello. You’re interested in one of my talks?’ 

A tall figure with a tanned smiling face appeared in the office doorway. He 
was wearing a long sleeved grey open necked shirt and black jeans. Wavy 
peppery hair fringed smiling features which exuded health. 

‘Are you...?’ began Angela. 

‘Yes, Edgar,’ came the answer. | felt there was a call from the office, so 
here | am.’ 

Fazed by the sudden apparition, Angela explained what they were doing 
and how they had found the reference to his talks. ‘When do they take place?’ 
she enquired. 

‘Ah, you are really new newcomers, aren't you?’ he answered smiling. ‘No 
timetables here, you understand. | know it feels very strange, we were all so 
hidebound by the clock on earth. Because matters progress here through states 
of feeling, events occur as they are needed. So, you want to hear what | have to 
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say. | get a feeling, intuition, that this is so and | respond. We can go into a room 
in this building and I'll talk. However, | know other people are also finding out 
about my talks so they'll come as well. Occasionally you wait between thinking 
about what you want and the event happening, but you soon become used to 
that. In your mind you formulate a need and having done so you know there'll be 
a result so you're content. It’s quite fine!’ 

‘It sounds easy from your description. Perhaps we’ll get used to it 
gradually. However, we are both very keen to know about animals, specifically 
pets, in this phase. | had cats and Jennifer had dogs. Are those that died here as 
well?’ 

‘Ladies, let’s go into a meeting room, shall we? They'll be others who want 
the explanation as well. This way, please.’ 

Edgar turned and led them through a door into a corridor, up two flights of 
stairs, then opened double doors into an airy room with some thirty comfortable 
looking upright chairs with arms and green padded seats. At the front was a 
single table and chair. The floor was covered with wall to wall pale green plain 
carpet, the walls were panelled in very light, almost white wood. The chairs and 
table, also light, appeared to be a wood like beech. Angela, used to many 
meetings and seminars over the years, appreciated the ambience. 

There were some twelve other people in the room. Jennifer supposed they 
were newcomers because their dress varied and there were no obvious 
receivers. She wondered about Edgar, dressed so normally, yet he had 
appeared for them as quickly as the receivers did. Why was he not clad in some 
style of radiantly white clothes? She pushed the thoughts aside as yet another 
query for someone, somehow. 

‘Welcome, everyone. Because you've all arrived in this room you probably 
know I’m Edgar and | offer information about animals to new arrivals in this 
phase of life. | know some of you will recognise me from TV programmes on 
earth. They were early examples of the nature programme genre which, people 
tell me, has enlarged greatly, something which pleases me, of course. It’s 
pleasant to know one’s work was of use. Here, you may know, we don’t bother 
with films or television technology because everyone can see directly whatever 
they want, especially in heaven, that is. 

‘Just a brief word of explanation about me. Like you, when | first arrived, | 
experienced the second phase trying to find out what | wanted to do and where | 
finally wanted to settle. What | discovered about animals, my life’s work on earth, 
surprised me greatly, as did the fact of the progress of humans from their 
beginnings on earth. | hope you’ve all had some explanation of that?’ 

He looked around the group and received affirmative nods accompanied 
by murmurs of incredulity. He chuckled. 

‘You'll get used to the idea, though | had exactly the same reaction. 
However, leave that aside. | found | could continue having contact with animals in 
their use with people here, so | was very content to move into a group where | 
have an ongoing relationship with both. Because | spent so much of my earthly 
life explaining about animal behaviour to audiences, both students at universities 
and through TV cameras, | am able to do much the same here.’ 
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‘Excuse me,’ said a voice. Angela turned to see the question came from a 
man sitting close behind her. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Are you....well, it may sound odd, but are you still like us in this mixed 
environment or have you permanently moved on? If so, how come you're here 
with us because you aren't a receiver, are you?’ 

‘Oh, the details, the details....’ Edgar laughed. ‘I know, | was just the same 
when | arrived. Yes, | chose to move on to heaven because | felt | could carry on 
indefinitely helping people and animals. No, I’m not a receiver, | couldn’t cope at 
their level. I'm a far more mundane character. Because | occupy myself with 
advice to others | can easily come to you here, though as yet you couldn’t come 
with me to my home. You'd find it too overpowering, as | would if | tried to enter 
the receivers’ level. If you want a simple description of the setup — there are 
many others, mind you - imagine a series of concentric spheres. In the centre is 
the Creator, infinite, and therefore beyond access. The inmost of the immortal 
spheres is where receivers are, and many others of course. There are then two 
more spheres of heaven, then comes the sphere you are in, then comes the 
sphere of the physical and mortal where everything, ultimately, goes through the 
process of birth, life and death whether that’s a living entity, an earth, a sun, a 
galaxy or the whole universe. The creative energy permanently flows outward 
through all spheres, so each has an effect on the next. The particular effect we 
all experienced was, of course, in our tiny piece of the physical universe, the 
earth. Every living thing received the life energy to bring it into being, then 
continued to be supported by it through the maintenance of every particle in 
every atom of every cell. 

‘So there’s a dynamic link between this phase of life and the physical 
phase. You may feel this sounds simplistic but in fact it’s profound, amazingly so. 
There’s a highly complex relationship between all mortal forms of life on earth 
and the immortal ones here because the latter give rise to the former. 

‘Humans are the only life forms that possess a non-mortal mind and so 
when they die on earth they appear here in non-mortal bodies.‘ Edgar beamed at 
his audience and opened his arms to indicate they were all living proof of the 
fact. He was rewarded with a lively cheer from smiling faces. 

‘We should pass that on to the Creator, which we do simply by thinking 
that’s what we should do. That’s the purpose of His creation, for us to return 
something of the life energy to Him. But because no other creature on earth 
possesses an immortal mind, when an animal dies it does not appear here. Its 
life is embedded in the mortal phase. All the more reason to take care of it there! 
But the source of its creation is here. Creative energy flows through all plants, 
animals and organisms here to produce their counterparts in the physical world. 
Of course, it flows through hell as well so it shouldn’t take much imagination to 
realise which on earth has a heavenly or a hellish origin. 

‘Remember the energy force, being eternal, is always flowing so planets 
are created, have a life, then disappear by one means or another depending on 
the form of their particular sun. But because the physical universe is finite the 
results of the creative force vary — some suns never sustain planets, and some 
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planets never sustain life, just as when some plants and animals spawn not all 
their seeds give rise to further life. When a planet is first able to accept mortal 
life, what appears there are the very simplest organisms. The creative energy 
makes those organisms develop greater complexity, thus evolving into plants and 
animals and thence to human bodies. Then there comes a phase when human 
bodies develop full counterpart with the function of the heavens here — the great 
human. At that point in time they receive the non-mortal element, their minds. 

‘On planets, animals exist in many forms. They comprise the whole food 
chain so, just as with all plants, the chemicals in their bodies are continually 
recycled for as long as a planet remains viable for mortal life. Ultimately, then, 
the planet itself is recycled with its sun, and so is its galaxy. Black holes are the 
Creator’s ultra recycling units! 

‘To come back to my quite simple job here, there are many animals which 
give pleasure to people in heaven. That’s the reason for their existence. People 
with interests compatible with animals have arrived here over thousands of earth 
years. Just as you have found that whatever you want you can have, so long as 
it's not for selfish purposes, so animals can appear for your group. That means 
you won’t find a pet that would remain just for you, but in a group where all love 
animals for joint enjoyment it would certainly remain. What | do is try to help 
groups decide which animals to choose to suit all members. One of the many 
attractions is that the pets really do attach themselves to the group, so they never 
get lost, for example, and though birds fly they always return. Because groups 
are forever developing and there is a vast array of animals | have a never ending 
job. 

‘| love what | do intensely. There’s no preying on others, there’s no mess, 
no illness and there’s great variety. So if you feel you can cope with life in heaven 
and you fit in with a group that loves animals you'll find all kinds that are truly 
heavenly. I’m sure many of us felt that about their counterparts on earth, were 
they favourite dogs, cats, horses, camels, or wild birds, butterflies, elephant, 
giraffe, gazelle and so on. 

‘To be very specific and to answer a question raised by Angela and 
Jennifer who met me before this meeting, although earthly pets do not move into 
the immortal phase, nevertheless in a group situation in heaven you may well 
find virtually identical animals. Members of an animal loving group want to share 
that particular companionship with other people, so there'll be quite a few pets 
happily consorting with the group, apparently very similar to those they loved on 
earth 

‘In hell, of course, the animals you'd find there are those that are anything 
but heavenly — scavenging, venomous, etc. That also applies to insects which 
cause havoc to animals and humans. Going further down the scale are germs 
and illness-causing bacteria. None of these can kill anyone in hell, of course, 
since everyone there is just as immortal as in heaven, but they are very 
unpleasant. Did you ever say on earth mosquitoes bite like hell?’ 

Confirming laughter rippled through the group. 

‘I’m sure some of you are wondering about species on earth adapting to 
particular changes in environment. You know that happens in the physical world 
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— it couldn’t be otherwise — and the adaptation is also a function of the creative 
energy. But their basic origin is here, as | explained. 

‘So you shouldn’t be surprised to know there are animals here that are not 
seen on earth, for various reasons. First, their species may have become extinct 
through a disaster or human activity. So if you’ve read about and regretted you 
never saw something, you may do so here, like the friendly dodo. Oh yes, before 
someone asks, there are dinosaurs — the heavenly kind. Had you been on earth 
during their extensive time you would easily have distinguished between the 
heavenly and hellish ones! Second, the earthly adaptions and mutations may 
have greatly altered the forms. Did you ever learn about the early forms of 
horses, for example — tiny animals no larger than your hand. But because you 
never experienced them you wouldn't find those here. You knew modern horses, 
to use a worldly expression, so the form of horse you'll find here are those you 
expect to see.’ 

Edgar was well aware of puzzled frowns flitting amongst his audience. 

‘| know, it’s not easy yet for you to grasp the process. | did warn you the 
relationship is complex. Just accept that what constitutes both our and animals’ 
bodies in the immortal phase is not the same as on earth. So it isn’t a simple 
system like a light shining on something here and producing a kind of shadow on 
earth. It's much more profound than that. What else would you expect from an 
infinite Creator? 

‘The other kinds of animals you would not recognise are those that never 
had earthly counterparts but exist, or existed, on other planets. However, 
because you are not likely to want to live in a group with people whose life was 
entirely different from yours, you are not likely to meet many of those. 
Nevertheless some people from earth do — those who loved exploration and want 
to carry on doing that, so long as it’s going to help others in some way. You 
wouldn’t want to do so just for your own ends, solely to increase your own 
knowledge, for example. 

‘You may already have guessed one implication. If you change groups 
frequently you're not likely to see what on earth we called domestic pets. 
Because you've come to this talk of mine for basic information | know you’re all 
new arrivals. You may well want to change groups to intermix with others as you 
sort yourselves out to make your final home decision, so animals won’t come to 
such ephemeral groupings. That will only occur with more settled societies. You'll 
see familiar animals in fields as well as birds, butterflies, moths and others with 
heavenly origins, just as you do plants, trees and flowers. That is, you'll see them 
as long as you’re group based. If you decide to walk off alone, permanently, 
which really would be to walk off into the sunset - and that wouldn’t be a pretty 
sight - you'll find the pleasant things will disappear. 

‘As | said, the origin of disease bearing bacteria lies in hell, as do 
deleterious mutations, malformations, etc. That doesn’t mean people there plan 
and develop such nastiness, but because they are always trying to wreak havoc 
on one another, so the life energy channelled through them is warped to affect 
the development of any organism or condition that has an evil effect on earth. 
Ditto heavenly, thank goodness — of the Creator! You can now appreciate why, 
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when some illness hits an individual or a disaster strikes, it’s a misunderstanding 
to ask why God allowed it to happen. The Creator doesn’t intervene like a 
controlling chess player. Neither does He will an event to happen or not to 
people. His will is solely for people to live lives with their free will and then, 
hopefully, choose to join the heavenly life. 

Further, the hells tend to be associated with the planets from which their 
people come. The hells associated with all other planets have less power than in 
the case of earth, for the reason you know of human history there, so they all 
have less disease and fewer animals with evil counterparts. They also have more 
nice ones! 

‘Any questions?’ 


To his surprise and delight Roger found Leroy on a stunningly attractive 
beach with another man. 

‘Hi, man, yow ain’t seen me brother, Benny, ‘ave yer?’ He jumped easily to 
his feet. ‘Benny, this ‘ere is Roger, ‘e’s bin quite a pal ter me since Josh first took 
me ter that meetin’ place.’ 

‘Pleased to meet you, Roger. Leroy was my older brother on earth, but he 
has to get used to the fact that we aren't relatives here.’ 

‘Ah, yes, I’ve found that out already. | met my mother and father almost as 
soon as | arrived here. They told me the same. It was wonderful seeing them 
again. We had a sort of playback experience when we were all on a beach 
playing cricket — my father roped in a number of people and we had super fun. It 
was a memory I'd treasured. But this beach is something else, isn’t it?’ 

‘Certainly is, though | can tell you there are more beautiful places in 
heaven.’ 

‘Oh, yes, | remember Leroy told us, you’re there. May | ask how you come 
to be here with him?’ 

‘Just the same as your people did with you. You get a feeling that 
someone who was close to you has arrived, so you come to them. You want to 
talk to Leroy?’ 

‘Yes, that’s right. I’ve come from an office where I’ve found a useful 
occupation involving a computer program that aims to help people find jobs they 
can do. The man in charge, a receiver, suggested | try first with someone in our 
group, so | thought of Leroy.’ 

‘Oh ar....what sort 0’ jobs?’ 

Benny laughed. ‘Don't be suspicious, Leroy. | can’t imagine you wanting to 
sit around doing nothing. There are thousands of occupations. You can’t imagine 
how many groups there are in heaven, trillions and trillions, and every person in 
every one is doing something to help other people because that’s what makes us 
all tick. You go with Roger and find out what you can get your teeth into, ex 
bruvver! I'll come and see you again when you've settled on something.’ 

Roger and Leroy looked at one another. ‘Bloody ‘ell, people come and go 
quick ‘ere, don’t they?’ 

‘Ah, | wonder whether that /s the case in hell. From what I’ve picked up so 
far, | rather think it isn’t.’ 
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‘Yeah, well, | suppose I’d better stop sayin’ that. Still, it’s jus’ an ordinary 
expression, ain't it?’ 

‘True, especially for Australians | remember. Anyway, will you come with 
me? 

‘Ar, goo on then. Like our Benny said, | ain’t one for sittin’ on me arse for 
long. Where is this office, like? Oh, bloody.....yeah, well, that was quick an’ all, 
weren't it?’ 

They were in the office. Roger booted the computer, still intrigued that it 
required nothing more than switching on and was devoid of trailing flexes. Leroy, 
unusual for a young man, was not greatly into computing though he had been 
capable of surfing and downloading tunes. He watched Roger scanning the 
database with interest. 

‘Cor, jus’ like it used ter be ain’t it? If someone didn’ know they'd think this 
was on earth.’ 

‘Sure. By the way, what job did you have back there?’ 

‘Worked in a steel tube fact’ry. Labourin’ mainly, drivin’ a forklift, that sort 
o’ thing. Interestin’ in a way ‘cos they made all kinds o’ tubes from dirty great big 
uns yow could stand up in ter real tiny ones not much thicker than a strand oO’ 
yowr ‘air.’ 

‘Well, what gets made here seems to be quite different. There’s a lot about 
house building. | wonder how they do that?’ 

‘Yeah, an’ me. | could give that a try.’ 

‘Hey, look at this.’ Roger stabbed at the screen. ‘Someone needed to help 
with young people who want to play football. Isn’t that more interesting? Though 
you’d have to remember how it was played at the match we saw....and what 
happened to you!’ 

Leroy’s expression adequately demonstrated his quandary. Yes, he’d love 
something to do with the game and, yes, he’d got the skills. But could he play 
entirely by the rules after so long playing hit and dive? Not only that, could he 
also keep his cool with other young people? But an element in his character 
surfaced, that of never backing down in the face of a challenge. Also, at the back 
of his mind had been the wish that sometime the game really could have become 
beautiful instead of being thus described mockingly. His mouth twisted in a 
sideways grimace. 

‘Goo on then. I'll ‘ave a goo. Whereabouts is it?’ 

Roger smiled. ‘At the stadium we went to. Seems they get quite a mixture 
of young arrivals who either have played regularly on earth or who didn’t but now 
would like to do so and learn some skills. They want someone who can relate to 
them. Most arrivals are much older than | was. If you can forget how we used to 
play and concentrate on what we saw when we played here, you could be just 
the guy. Ask for someone called Dan. No doubt he’s a receiver.’ 

‘Ow d’ya know?’ 

‘They all seem to have names from the Bible. | wonder if they are their real 
names, or just ones they have when they’re with newcomers?’ 

‘Is there a Dan in the Bible?’ 
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‘Yes, Daniel. Wrote one of the books in the Old Testament. At least, it’s 
called Daniel, anyway. Ever heard the story of Daniel in the lions’ den?’ 

‘Oh, ar. An’ | jus’ realised, my bloke, Josh, that’s short fer Joshua, ain't it? 
Mind yow, | never knew much about the Bible. Did yow?’ 

‘A bit. General knowledge stuff | learnt at school. Came in useful in pub 
quizzes!’ 

‘OK, I'll goo an’ winkle out this bod.’ Leroy affected posh tones. Roger 
looked quizzically. 

‘Fav’rite saying o’ one of our bosses at work, when ‘e was looking for yer. 
Lots o’ places ter ‘ide behind big piles o* tubes.’ 

Laughing, Roger advised Leroy to think about the stadium. Immediately he 
did so he was standing on the pitch. At first he could see no one, then he heard 
voices emerging from the changing room, so he turned and walked towards it. As 
he did so a muscular figure in a smart white track suit and trainers appeared. The 
sparkling tone of his kit assured Leroy this was Daniel. 

‘Er, are yow called....?’ 

‘Dan, came the immediate response. ‘Indeed | am. | had a feeling 
someone was coming to see me. Could it be that you are willing to help show 
some of our youngsters how we play football here? May | Know your name?’ 

‘Er, I’m Leroy. Well, | told a pal ‘oo told me yow want someone ter ‘elp I'd 
give it a goo. | ain't seen much yet, though. We did see a game ‘ere and we both 
‘ad a goo. It all seemed odd ter me at first, yow know, women an’ all playin’, no 
referee. Then when | tried to knock me pal over in a tackle, like yow do....well, 
like everyone did on earth....| got Knocked over an’ couldn’t move. | bin’ thinkin’ 
about that since....so | ain’t sure I’d be any better at playin’ ‘ere than the kids 
yow’ve got. That's it, straight up.’ 

Dan beamed his answer. ‘Leroy, you’re just what | was hoping for. | know 
what football’s like on earth. | heard a cynic say the definition should be changed 
to wrestleball played between thugs and liars. A tad over the top, | thought, but 
there’s some truth in it. However, here it’s different and you’ve experienced that. 
You were young on earth, so are the people I’ve got here. They're a new group - 
all were old enough to be responsible for their actions on earth so they’ve arrived 
in the second phase rather than directly in heaven as children. | guess you were 
a year or two older than they were, nevertheless I’m sure you can relate to them 
in football more than an old fogey like me. Groups appear here regularly, of 
course, so I’m always looking for likely assistants.’ 

‘Yow don’t look all that old. Oh, | get it, yow get younger in ‘eaven, don’t 
yer?’ 

‘You've been learning well, Leroy. You get better and better.’ 

‘Yeah, | ‘ad a kid brother who died years ago, an’ ‘e’s ‘ere. ‘E’s come to 
me a couple o’ times, so | know we ain't brothers anymore. Course, ‘e’s grown 
up, an’ all, but ‘e’s great ter know. We bin swimmin’ — jus’ now like. Smashin’ 
beach there is.’ 

‘You’re almost an old hand in this phase, Leroy. You'll do fine with these 
kids. I’m sure you have plenty of ball skills to show them as well. Some haven't 
played much, you know, but now they’ve got over their surprise at being here, 
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they’re looking for some action. As you’ve already found out they may be in for 
more surprises. Let’s go and meet them, shall we?’ 

A sixth sense made Leroy pause. ‘Ang on a bit. Where are this lot from? | 
mean, ‘oo were they on earth?’ 

Leroy glanced into Dan’s eyes and immediately felt the power surge. 
‘Leroy, I’m sure you’ve been told this already — in fact | see you have. There are 
only people, no matter where they lived, nor the colour of their skin, which 
doesn’t last here anyway. To all of us in heaven we’re the same colour, a lovely 
olive brown. Only when we come back into the second phase do we appear in 
our original colour, as far as newcomers see us. Men and women are equal as 
well.’ 

‘OK, OK. | suppose I'll ‘ave to put up with ‘em whether they’re Pakis or 
whatever.’ He swallowed hard. 

‘Suppose even some on ‘em were Redout supporters....’ 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Jennifer returned to her solitary walk towards the hills. After thanking 
Edgar for his talk which had given her even more to think about, she explained to 
Angela that she needed to be alone and try to put into perspective everything she 
had experienced so far. She was pleased that Angela understood. They were 
such different personalities, Jennifer accepted. From hard times in her childhood 
Angela had learned to be self-sufficient, outgoing and determined to succeed, 
whereas Jennifer knew she had drifted in the currents swirling around her 
generated by the demands of others, especially her parents. 

She faced the fact of her suicide. As Angela pointed out she couldn’t alter 
the event any more than she could alter an iota of her character. She realised it 
was the ultimate self-orientated act, not remotely like the action of someone 
killing themselves on behalf of others. She remembered reading of people killing 
themselves with cyanide tablets in the Second World War rather than face the 
possibility of revealing secret information under torture and jeopardising others. 
Then it occurred to her that no one on earth would know the individual motivation 
behind the act which could be selfish or altruistic. 

She cast her thoughts over Edgar's talk. Apart from showing her that no 
animals on earth have a life beyond the physical one and therefore she would not 
see her particular dogs here, he hadn't given her further ideas about what she 
could do with her extended life. No, not just extended, permanent. The notion 
carried a sense of foreboding. She had wanted oblivion but now faced precisely 
the opposite. 

She stopped walking and turned a full circle. The land was rising, fields 
giving way to hill slopes, also strewn with small wild flowers. Warm brown rocks 
squatted happily surrounded. She looked back to the town and its mixture of 
buildings reflecting similar warm tones in the golden light. She was surrounded 
by beauty and tranquillity, yet inwardly her thoughts were at variance with the 
scene. 

‘Odd,’ she said half aloud. ‘One of the receivers told us surroundings 
reflect your mood. Why don’t | feel like what I’m seeing.’ 

‘That may be because there’s something else in the equation,’ said a 
voice. 

Jennifer spun around looking for its source. At first she could see no one, 
then a gentle laugh provided orientation. She saw a lithe figure dressed in a 
brown casual sweater and dark grey trousers sitting easily on a rock further up 
the slope. Bronze features contrasted with short grey hair. A ready smile played 
on his lips as he stood up and walked towards her. 

‘Hello, | detect you’re a newcomer and feeling knotted. Am | correct?’ 

Jennifer laughed at his disarming approach. ‘Very true. | didn’t see you, 
you were well camouflaged on that rock.’ 

‘| watched you walking up in this direction, then picked up the vibes as you 
got nearer. We do, you know. It happens with everyone. My name’s Gerald; may 
| know yours?’ 

‘It's Jennifer. Are you....that is, you’re not a receiver, are you?’ 
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‘No, though it’s true I’m from a group in heaven. I’m not sure how much 
you've already learned of the setup, but newcomers meet various people from 
heaven during their familiarisation to test what level they’re content with. So 
plenty of people in heaven who like helping new arrivals get a feeling when 
someone needs their attention. | found myself sitting on that rock watching 
you....hence my interruption to your train of thought.’ 

Oh, thanks.’ Jennifer lapsed into her familiar attitude of accepting the ball 
was in the other’s court. 

‘So how can | help?’ Gerald asked, passing it back. 

‘l....er..../m not sure.’ She waited, but Gerald merely smiled 
encouragingly. She remembered doing the same with students, hoping at least 
for a hesitating response. 

‘I'd better explain. Looking back | made rather a mess of my life, probably 
because | didn’t take charge enough....of me, that is. | let events happen to me, 
then got into situations | couldn’t control. In the end | committed suicide hoping 
for a complete end to problems and worries. | assumed there would be just 
nothing. Blank. Full stop. But instead | got the greatest shock of my life — this....’ 
she circled an arm across the fields and town amazed again at the solidity and 
seeming permanence. 

‘So I’m trying to come to terms with it all. I'm with a group, we all have 
wonderful receivers, well mine is certainly. Mary is quite superb, given what she’s 
got with me.’ The hint crossed her mind.....you’re feeling sorry for yourself again. 
She tried to refocus. ‘We've had a great amount of explanation and we’ve done a 
little exploration down there, in the town. But | wanted to....well, I’m not sure 
exactly what | wanted, except to be alone with my thoughts for a while.’ 

‘Then | appear and you're no longer alone!’ said Gerald. ‘There’s only one 
place you can be truly alone and | hope you won't choose to go there. I’m getting 
the picture, | think, so perhaps | can offer you something. Have you settled on 
anything to do yet?’ 

‘No, that’s one of my problems. A friend in the group has tried to suggest 
ideas — we've experienced shopping for clothes together, then she got into an 
office with a computer program aimed at finding possibilities for people wanting 
occupations, but so far | haven’t seen anything | could do. | was a teacher but as 
you know there aren’t any children here.’ 

‘True, though there are some charming ones in my group, and one or two 
delightful scamps! They don’t lose mischievousness because they’re in heaven — 
they’re still growing up.’ 

‘What happens when they badly misbehave, or show evil tendencies?’ 

‘The same as happens in this phase when anyone tries to hurt someone. 
They move a step closer to hell which becomes very apparent to everyone 
around them from their appearance and smell which are disgusting. It’s a 
salutary form of discipline. It doesn’t last and hopefully they learn from the 
experience. Perhaps | should explain in more detail. Very young children live with 
people in the highest, or innermost heaven. Actually suggesting there’s a 
hierarchy is false because it presumes a league table which is absolutely 
contrary to the Creator's nature. But humans from earth understand better that 
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way. Anyway, as they grow up they move into the company of people in the 
second level and then on to the first, which is where | live. So the children in our 
groups are like early teenagers on earth.’ 

‘We were told a little about the levels in heaven and people in them are 
characterised by different outlooks. | think that means you like keeping laws and 
doing what's socially acceptable. Have | got that right?’ 

‘Indeed you have. You were paying attention. Well done, Jennifer. Yes, we 
like to think our groups are well structured and governed. We believe in having 
clear rules so everyone knows what to do and what to expect from others. We 
think it’s the best way of showing respect for one another. If only all people on 
earth thought that.....it'd be heaven on earth!’ 

‘l like the sound of that,’ said Jennifer with some animation. ‘I chose to go 
into teaching thinking that most people, you know, teachers and education 
department officials as well as children, would largely respect rules and the law. | 
was very disappointed when | found that many teenagers | taught were very keen 
on dodging rules when it suited them though they thought everyone else should 
obey them. Too often local government officials had only one consideration — 
money. If an education initiative was cheap then it was good, and the reverse, of 
course.’ 

Gerald smiled widely. ‘Ah, the glories of heaven — absolutely no financial 
considerations! We really do examine proposals for their intrinsic qualities. You 
can’t imagine how many ideas people produce here because everyone is 
perpetually trying to improve life for their groups. A never ending series of ideas. 
But the good news is that everyone else is prepared to listen and evaluate and 
concentrate on whatever they see as good. No one disparages. Not a bit like 
parliamentary debates,’ he chuckled. 

Jennifer responded with asperity, ‘What a pity you can't take a video of 
that and send it to governments in democracies on earth!’ 

‘Ah,’ said Gerald, ‘democracy. The will of the people. The snag on earth is 
how you find out corporate will, isn’t it? Put a cross against a name every few 
years and after that all you can do is join a rally, too often the target for those 
who want to give hellish influence full reign. Even putting the cross goes back to 
when most voters couldn’t read — how much power to the people is that? 
Remember the famous definition of democracy — government of the people, for 
the people and by the people? Nations haven’t gone far with the third of those 
have they? They could do now, using the web and letting everyone vote via their 
computers on all major issues, like going to war, or how government spending 
should be apportioned to health, education, defence, policing and so forth. | know 
ithe process would be another target for people determined on a life leading to 
hell, but the intelligent heavenly orientated could defeat that using a spot of the 
Creator’s influx into their efforts — never mind the money! 

Jennifer was blinking. ‘Have | touched a raw spot? What did you do on 
earth?’ 

Gerald laughed. ‘We don’t go over our previous lives and bore everyone in 
heaven, but when we visit this phase we do look back occasionally. | wrote a 
book. However, that’s of no consequence here, nor is democracy. You see, in 
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heaven, you live permanently trusting one another, so all groups have leaders 
who make final decisions. Of course he or she listens to all ideas put forward as | 
mentioned, but we’re happy that having listened the leader will make the best 
decision. Since we are all in the mainstream of the Creator's influence, leader 
and group members alike, everyone will be content. Of course any one person 
doesn’t always get the answer he or she wanted, but it is accepted. If you 
couldn’t do that you wouldn’t choose the heavenly life.’ 

‘| beginning to like what I’m hearing,’ said Jennifer with enthusiasm. ‘l’d be 
happy with people who respected rules and didn’t go over the top when faced 
with one they didn’t like. I’ve always been content for someone else to make 
major decisions for me, too content | suppose, but in the scenario you’ve 
sketched | could trust the decision maker. That would be a happy experience for 
me!’ 

‘I’m delighted to hear this, Jennifer.’ 

‘How can | find out more?’ 

‘You need to occupy yourself with an activity that will offer you experience 
to test your feelings — and | think | know what that might be. | mentioned 
teenagers - and teenagers you taught on earth. You'll realise there’s a borderline 
between those who arrive here and go directly into heavenly groups and those 
who do not. It’s not precise, nothing like reaching a certain birthday on earth and 
you don’t make it to heaven in one. It’s a matter of individual experience and 
maturity which varies so widely across earthly societies, past and present, as 
well as between individuals. There are always a number of young people who 
come into the second phase who need guidance because their lives were cut 
short on earth. They need that guidance from people also in the phase, who lived 
longer on earth, after they’ve been with people from the various levels in heaven. 
They can’t be exposed directly to influence from hell, of course, no one can in 
this phase — that happens throughout earthly lives. So they need to experience 
people who carry a mixture of both heavenly and hellish traits, as do all people 
here before they discard one sort or the other. You have experience of teaching 
young people close to their earthly ages, and also of a decidedly selfish action, 
yet you certainly didn’t lead an entirely self orientated life. If you want to know 
how | know, | can see it through your eyes. You could be spot on for the job!’ 

Jennifer’s reaction, typically, was to prevaricate, imagining difficult youths 
bent on causing problems. But with her new level of comprehension she took her 
first step away from thinking first of herself. Remembering the two girls who 
probed her for ideas at lunchtimes at school, Naomi and Pauline, she knew she 
had the mental resources to advise and that the best advice comes from 
experience. Having done what she did and found herself with the totally 
shattering result of continued existence, she recognised she certainly had that. 

‘Alright, I'll try. Will | have backup if | meet problems?’ 

‘Always on hand, Jennifer, whoever and whenever you need. Another 
glory of this life!’ 

‘So when and where....? 

‘lll take you. Do you want to go immediately or do you want to continue 
your walk?’ 
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She paused, considering. ‘To be frank, I'd like first to know more about 
you and the background you describe in heaven. I’ve picked up much from Mary 
and the other receivers who have helped my group and we've talked amongst 
ourselves. But this is only my second day, that is we’ve experienced just one 
night. We've been told we will spend very many more before we're ready to move 
out of this phase, so | feel there’s a great deal more to know. | always liked to be 
well prepared before | went into a lesson,’ she smiled. 

‘Good thought. However, you probably know most of the setup already. 
Let’s walk further up, shall we? We can talk as we go. The view from the hill top 
is glorious.’ 

‘I'd like that.’ Jennifer looked at her feet and giggled. ‘| Know these shoes 
would have been quite unsuitable for hill walking on earth, but here it doesn't 
seem to matter.’ 

‘That’s true. There’s a quite different relationship between us, our 
appearance and our surroundings here. The good news about that is that you 
don’t need to change clothes whatever you do. Sometimes, though, we do in our 
group when we have a party — it helps everyone else get into the right spirit.’ 

‘Tell me more about your group and your life.’ 

‘Well, as | said, we love having a defined social structure. But we don't 
consider people were made for rules — exactly the reverse. If they get outmoded 
we change them. There are two levels, first there are those that apply throughout 
the whole of heaven, such as you don’t keep possessions for yourself; you use 
whatever is necessary for life in your group; you don’t disparage others; you 
always try to help other people and you do acknowledge the Creator's role in 
absolutely everything because without Him there’d be no life. 

‘Other rules are group orientated. They depend on what the group does. 
Ours is devoted to the theatre. As you can imagine there are many societies filled 
with people who were in the entertainment industry on earth because it was so 
large and it was geared to giving people pleasure in, oh, so many ways. We have 
some excellent theatres. So our rules are aimed at ensuring what we do is 
heaven orientated, so we specify the type of dramatic situations we want to 
encourage and for our authors to write.’ 

‘Isn’t that censorship?’ Jennifer asked abruptly. 

‘No, but the rules guide. Censorship is used on earth to prevent people 
showing ideas that run counter to the wishes of the power group in a society. In 
heaven there’s no power group, so the concept of censorship doesn’t apply. In 
any case, our rules aren’t about what you can’t do, they are aimed at 
encouraging more and more positive ideas. Most start with You can....or you 
should. Of course, much drama on earth has highly unpleasant themes, or 
downright evil, even when at the end good triumphs. They stem from the notion 
that you can’t have good drama or a good story without conflict. Guess where 
that comes from?’ 

Jennifer wondered whether that made drama in heaven anodyne but 
decided not to pursue the issue. 

‘Do you have cinemas and television as well?’ 
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‘No, because there’s no point. You can always see whatever you want for 
real, so there’s no reason to record anything to reach a wider audience. 
Audiences can be as large or small as you like for anyone who’s demonstrating, 
entertaining, educating or whatever. But art, music and drama are very much in 
evidence throughout. Just imagine how many artists of all three have come to the 
immortal phase. Those who decide to go on to heaven continue their creative 
activities, in the knowledge of what heaven is all about, of course. Some find it 
difficult to imagine subjects that are beautiful, uplifting, challenging viewers to 
improve further, mellifluous, but many manage the change superbly, to 
everyone’s great joy. There are also people who start such pursuits here. We 
have excellent dramatists in a group linked to ours who produce plays but who 
did nothing like that on earth, so they never produced ideas for drama 
contaminated by hellish influence which many writers adopt there.’ 

‘What about other forms of entertainment? Variety, comedies like you get 
on TV on earth, soap operas, etc?’ 

‘There’s something for everyone, believe me. There’s a great following for 
acting groups that produce what goes for soap operas — the same regular actors 
with live acts dealing with many varied topics devoid of evil. What they don’t do is 
change personalities from episode to episode as happens with the genre on 
earth. There the varied topics make excellent social points but writers have to 
use the same characters which means over time they change motivation, 
attitude, views of right and wrong and so forth. That, unfortunately, leads some 
viewers to think it’s fine to be like that in real life. That, you now know, is not at all 
a good idea because it can lead to self delusion about what you want your basic 
character to be. By the way, that has implications for the young people you'll 
help. Though their earthly lives were short they were thoroughly exposed to 
television. 

‘Before | explain that further, let me finish your question about comedy. 
You won't find comic actors involved in plays that ridicule people, or involve sex, 
or what's known on earth as lavatorial humour. The reason’s obvious, | imagine — 
if you find those things amusing and make them central to your life you’re not 
likely to choose the heavenly life. Ridiculing others is anti-heavenly-social, sex 
should be beautiful and thrilling and entirely devoted to giving pleasure to your 
partner, and anything involving excreta is close to hell. On the other hand there is 
much good in laughter, so giving people the opportunity to laugh in heaven is a 
wonderful skill. Putting yourself down, misunderstanding, incongruity, for 
example, can be the basis of much amusement where the audience can laugh 
with a character, not at him or her, because they can identify with the action.’ 

They were nearing the top of a rounded slope covered in low bushes 
resplendent with hues like heather. There were no paths but the bushes parted 
easily as they walked, not at all like heather clad slopes on earth. Gerald looked 
at Jennifer expecting to see increasing joy but was disturbed to see a frown. 

‘Something’s troubling you. Care to share it?’ 

Jennifer sighed. ‘It has to do with one topic you mentioned. Sex. | was 
married, you see, but most certainly it was not a happy experience and sex for 
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me was the opposite of beautiful and thrilling. 'm very sceptical of ever wanting 
to become involved in that way ever again.’ 

‘Oh, that’s a tragic situation. If you choose heaven there’s no possibility 
whatsoever of anyone harming you in any way, sex included, so you would be 
perfectly safe. Then there’s the supremely enjoyable perfect partner scheme 
provided by the Creator. 

Jennifer interposed, ‘What's that?’ 

‘Oh, | presumed you'd heard of that,’ Gerald replied. ‘Somewhere you and 
your ideal partner will meet; it's bound to happen, and then you'll enjoy true 
happiness in every way helping each other. That will include sexual relations of 
the most deeply loving nature. In your case that may not occur until your past 
horrible experience virtually has been wiped from your memory. That’s another 
joy the Creator has provided — because each of us is such a mixture of good and 
evil when we arrive, we have much to shed. Some of those characteristics we 
may have enjoyed but some were awful. So if we choose to shed them we need 
help to leave them behind. The memory of them fades gradually as we look 
forward with those aspects which are heavenly.’ 

‘This perfect partner scheme, does that mean people get married in 
heaven? 

‘Oh yes. Because very few people meet their ideal partner on earth, most 
people marry in heaven.’ 

‘| suppose when they do it’s a religious ceremony?’ 

‘Yes, in the sense that religion is a way of life. Here it isn’t a set of beliefs 
as on earth. A marriage ceremony in heaven confirms the couple’s everlasting 
relationship.’ 

‘| wonder if | could cope with that?’ 

‘You're still thinking about it from an earthly point of view which is 
understandable because you’re a very recent arrival. After experience of the 
heavenly life you would realise that, on your own, you are incomplete. The 
Creator’s ultimate goal for everyone is to live as couples, uniting wills and 
understandings into fulfilled minds.’ 

‘Not sure | understand that.’ 

‘Quite natural, from your present standpoint. Just accept that if that’s the 
way you choose, everything will fall into place.’ 

Rounded slopes fell away as they reached the top of the hill. Gerald 
waited for Jennifer to take in the view. Beyond the valley floor where the town lay 
the vista opened up with staggering clarity to reveal a breathtaking distance, 
Beyond the perfect details of the town, on one side magnificent sands stretched 
in a great curve at the edge of an unbelievably translucent turquoise blue sea 
with creaming breakers arcing inwards. Further on, embroidered with more 
towns, woodlands, meadows, fields and forests the diaphanous quilt drew her 
eyes onwards and upwards, for no curve of horizon or haziness of distance 
interrupted vision. 

Jennifer was totally entranced. ‘I feel I’m looking at eternity,’ she breathed. 
‘A totally new experience of space.’ 

Gerald smiled gently. ‘Yet not a patch on heavenly views!’ 
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Jennifer laughed quietly. ‘As you say, | can’t understand that yet. How 
could any view be more wonderful?’ 

‘As you know you can move through it instantaneously, so you're 
understanding of space is truly different. This is the immortal kind. Let’s sit down, 
shall we?’ 

Jennifer looked down and saw the bright patch of grass Gerald indicated. 
As she expected it felt soft and yielding as she stretched out her legs, easily 
sitting upright to keep the view in sight. Her thoughts returned to her new 
concern. 

‘The youngsters you mentioned. How long have they been here — | mean, 
will they have more experience here than | have?’ 

‘Some, not all. Young people arrive here regularly, though not in such 
numbers as the elderly on earth, obviously. The point | want to pick up on from 
what | mentioned before has to do with their natural inclination. Has someone 
explained to you the relationship between will and understanding as they’ve been 
affected by earth human history?’ 

‘No, but we’re due to have a second explanatory talk to-morrow, so 
perhaps that will be covered then.’ 

‘Very probably. I'll just explain that as children grow up on earth their 
natural inclination is towards themselves. That came about due to the dominant 
section of early humans becoming self orientated, so all people now inherit that 
tendency. But the Creator’s intention is that everyone should consider others 
before themselves. So an individual faces the problem of regenerating his or her 
will to the point where it’s natural to put other people first. That takes a lifetime. 
But people who die young don’t have that full life opportunity, so when they are 
here they need to experience all the give and take of social interaction that they 
missed. People such as you can provide part of that experience. You can listen, 
you can explain; you have those skills. You don’t have to change their attitudes, 
only they can do that. It doesn’t matter if they won't listen, or walk out on you. No 
one will criticise you. You will simply be fulfilling a function they need. You won't 
have to face an OFSTED inspection.’ 

Jennifer laughed outright. ‘How do you know about those?’ 

‘Doesn't matter, but | may have been involved....’ 

Jennifer stared directly into Gerald’s eyes which conveyed no sense of 
power like receivers. Indeed she felt just the possibility of confirmation. 

‘Alright, let’s go down to the valley again. Where do | find these young 
people?’ 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


In the office Roger and Angela compared notes. 

‘Leroy’s gone to help young arrivals with football skills. I’m sure he'll find it 
quite a challenge but I’ve a feeling he'll cope. He’s an interesting character, looks 
tough and likes to act it, no doubt a result of his upbringing, but he’s intelligent 
and has a lot of good in him. How did you get on with Jennifer?’ 

‘So so. | haven't yet found something she can do. | think she’s had a 
negative attitude for so much of her life she’s finding it very difficult to set aside. 
She can’t teach here, of course — no children. It must take extreme care and 
patience to teach some who arrive in heaven! | trawled through plenty of data. 
Because she’d been quite sparkly when we were choosing new clothes | 
suggested she try being an assistant but she said she wasn’t up with fashion and 
felt sure her knowledge would be inadequate. | think one newcomer we met, 
Isabella, put her off. | found her charming but, because she was Italian on earth, 
she was thoroughly into designer clothes. Finally | discovered Jennifer and | 
share one interest, | had cats and she had dogs. Neither of us had a clue about 
animals here, so | found details of a man who gives talks to newcomers on the 
subject. He was one of the early presenters of TV nature programmes. So we 
thought about that and, as seems normal, he appeared and we went. There’s a 
pleasant meeting room upstairs here.’ 

‘Where is she now?’ 

‘Gone to continue her walk — she was wandering in fields when | went to 
her. She’s had a one to one talk with her receiver. | think she needs to sort 
herself out alone for a while.’ 

‘Has your chap, Matthew, had a session with you?’ 

‘Not since we first met, but he did tell me plenty then. He also gave the 
talk so I’ve got much to think about.’ 

‘Same with me. I’m still very surprised we haven’t been taken to some 
church and told about aspects of religion we ignored on earth.’ 

‘Agreed. We had to attend services at my boarding school and do RE 
lessons, that’s what they were called. But frankly | wasn’t impressed. Seemed 
rather weird to me. How about you?’ 

‘Much the same. | went to a venerable grammar school where the format 
of assemblies hadn't changed for a century, | guess. My parents didn’t attend any 
church, so | wasn’t influenced in any direction by them. Then | got interested in 
science and felt, because you can’t prove metaphysical ideas, belief systems 
weren't for me.’ 

‘You were married, weren't you? 

‘Yes, Anne was a lovely girl....suppose | should say /s, knowing what we 
do now!’ 

‘Did you get married in church?’ 

‘Yes. | know, why, if | didn’t have religious convictions? The usual reason, 
weddings look nicer in a traditional setting. Anne felt the same, though she 
wasn’t any more religious than | was. Did you....er...... = 
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‘Get married? No. | had a few relationships. After secretarial college | had 
a boy friend whom | trusted but suddenly he left me. After that | realised | 
preferred the company of women so since then I’ve had a couple of lesbian 
relationships. | haven’t pointed that out to anyone yet, so I’m wondering what, if 
any, are the implications.’ 

Roger stroked his chin in thought. ‘My guess, from all we’ve learnt so far, 
is that what matters is whether the relationships were orientated towards each 
other. | think Anne and | loved one another in the best sense. But it’s yet a further 
question we have to ask. If everyone comes to this phase with perfect bodies, is 
there continued sexual attraction? To be frank | haven’t noticed my feelings that 
way so far.’ 

‘Nor |. My mind’s been too full taking in the whole experience. | wonder 
about the other two guys, Malcolm and Carlton. If we all meet together again and 
swap experiences we might ask them.’ 

‘Good idea. | assume we will get together again. You know, I’m beginning 
to feel it’s been a long day. They did tell us we'd have similar feelings as a group. 
Do you think we'll gather for a meal and a night’s sleep again?’ 

‘| have the impression we will. Actually, now you mention it, I'd like to do 
just that. But I’d like to walk home, you know, and enjoy the scenery. Did you 
walk here with Malcolm and Carlton?’ 

‘Yes. It’s pretty straightforward and, yes, the views are great. | wonder 
what we should do here before we leave? I’ve put in notes about Leroy going to 
the football group. What about Jennifer?’ 

‘There’s nothing to enter yet. But we ought to leave a note of explanation 
for David, somehow, and let him know we’ll come again and try working with 
other newcomers.’ 

They looked up as David appeared before them. ‘Ah, you can forget 
notes,’ he laughed. ‘We really do have the paperless office! All | need on the 
program are notes of people who have been positively linked to vacancies. Not 
all your matches will be successful, of course, but the very fact that people arrive 
means they have the motivation to look for something to do. As to you returning 
here, I’m sure you will. So you can do that whenever you want. Just arrive and 
start operations. Because it’s a never-ending process and the data is always 
being changed, there’s always something to do. As | mentioned before, you 
aren't the only people involved here and this certainly isn’t the only office. When 
you come again you may meet some of the others. So you can leave whenever 
you wish and come and go as you please.’ 

With that he was gone again. Roger and Angela laughed gently. 

‘I’m beginning to understand that anyone with whom you’re in tune picks 
up whatever you need to tell them from your thoughts. If we’d really understood 
that, probably David wouldn’t have had to come to us. Am | being too fanciful, 
Roger?’ 

‘No, | agree. Like he said, notes are unnecessary. | assume that’s why 
there’s no email on these computers.’ 

‘That's all very well for receivers. What about we ordinary folk?’ 
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‘| suppose ordinary folk, if they want them, get computers and do set up 
email, to feel at home as it were. Especially while we’re in this phase. | guess it’s 
a different story in heaven.’ 

‘| wonder?’ 

‘| wonder whether I'll ever find out what it’s like in heaven?’ said Roger 
reflectively. 

‘Touché. Shall we go?’ 

Roger led the way from the office block. They accorded appreciative 
glances to the splendid houses and gardens facing it, wondering about the 
occupants. 

‘How do you reckon such places get built? There were references to 
building on the database,’ said Roger. 

‘There’s quite a mixture of houses in the town. | saw it first from a ridge 
where Matthew showed it to me. It looks very permanent, as do all the buildings 
and everything inside them. Yet, as you say, how do they get built and who does 
the work? | asked about how clothes get made and was told they appear as 
people want them, so the shops | saw are fully stocked yet no one actually 
makes them. It’s still very weird to me.’ 

‘Yes. There’s a lot more to this non-physical material notion than | 
understand at present. | suppose you can build and make things if that’s what 
you want to do for others. After all that’s wnat many people did in jobs on earth 
and for hobbies. | wonder how you get the raw materials? Perhaps they just 
appear, like food’s done so far. Still, I’m also getting used to the idea that what’s 
around doesn’t matter. Ha, you can have fun with the words, can’t you? Matter 
doesn’t matter, it’s immaterial!’ 

Angela laughed. ‘That must be great for philosophers!’ 

‘Yes. | wonder if there’s an ex-Athenian group in heaven interminably 
debating philosophical notions?’ 

‘Only if what they do is of use to others....you know the setup, Roger!’ 

Happily whimsical, they walked on, relieving the tension of their unending 
sequence of questions. Both had the curiosity of keen intelligence but both also 
had led firmly practical lives. As they strode along revelling in fitness of body, 
breathing the superb air and wondering at the beauty of the flower carpeted 
meadows and blue decked hills, their thoughts turned again to creation. 

‘I’m still totally at a loss as to why | didn’t think more about how everything 
came into existence whilst | was on earth,’ Angela said. ‘| adored walking and the 
countryside, | loved watching natural history TV programs and reading books, but 
| never thought about being grateful to whatever power was the source of it all. | 
just guessed there was some power.’ 

‘| know what you mean. It’s typical of the sciences, you continually 
research how processes proceed, but often you don’t follow to a conclusion the 
child’s question Why? | remember Anne and | laughing when our son Lawrence, 
as a toddler, kept asking why things happened and Anne saying everything 
finally leads back to the big bang and then you’re stumped.’ 

‘You remember when we all were asked to make a brief introduction — 
Carlton was furious that no one on earth knew for certain that life continued after 
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death. | can understand his frustration, though Matthew in his talk explained the 
reason. What | knew of the Bible | learnt at school, but services in our chapel 
seemed just to go through the motions, they were so repetitious, all ceremony 
but no debate. The philosophers we mentioned, at least they attempted to reach 
explanations through disputation.’ 

‘Same with me. Our assemblies were quite boring; the Head or someone 
else gave a waffly talk occasionally. Our so called religious education lessons 
were outlines of Church of England beliefs with occasional nods in the direction 
of other world religions. | think schools are somewhat better now with the national 
curriculum, certainly that was true of Lawrence’s comprehensive school. But on 
the world stage you either have politicians holding the view that religion should 
be compartmentalised and kept separate from the business of running a country, 
or you get countries where religious leaders hold the real power and dictate how 
people should behave and what they should believe. That can lead to wanting to 
dominate other people they regard as unbelievers. Look at the history of the last 
two thousand years — so much bloodshed under the banners of true belief. The 
crusades, for example. The protagonists meant what we believe. Put in the 
context of Matthew’s explanation | can see how awful religious wars were, and 
still are, but also | can feel for Carlton’s view.’ 

‘It was devastating to learn that humans on earth are the only ones in the 
universe who became so evil that few could reach heaven, wasn’t it? If what he 
called the Creator's rescue mission turned that tide, I’m surprised the message 
wasn’t made more obvious and definite — as you say, what Carlton felt.’ 

‘| suppose the problem was that afterwards what evolved came from 
human writing and explanation of the event. In RE at school we had a teacher 
who was interested in ancient texts. | found it fascinating to find how the Bible 
texts came to be put together. There was quite a power struggle to decide what 
went in and what was omitted.’ 

‘There were some TV programmes on that, | remember.’ 

‘And there’s lots on the web, of course.’ 

That's another point. The web’s having a dramatic effect on people’s 
ability to interact as never before in history. You can see its power for good and 
evil, or rather it’s facility for offering opportunities for people to do good or evil. 
David corrected me when | confused those two ideas — and he agreed it can 
make people’s decision more straightforward as to where they want to end up 
when they get here. | mean, if you’ve spent a lifetime writing viruses or trying to 
divert other people’s money into your bank account, and you can’t change your 
spots when you’re here, it must be pretty obvious which way you want to go.’ 

Angela raised her eyes towards the hills to her left. As when she first 
gained consciousness, she could see their outlines perfectly, their slopes rising 
gently from painted meadows, pastel blue merging into deeper shades with 
increasing height. Roger followed her gaze. 

‘I will lift....’ they suddenly chorused, looked at each other startled, then 
laughed outright. 
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‘Ah, telepathy! Obviously we thought of the quotation together. For me it 
was a psalm read in assemblies,’ explained Roger. ‘One | liked because it made 
me think of mountain walks my parents and | enjoyed in Wales.’ 

‘Exactly so with me,’ Angela agreed. ‘We used to sing it in school services, 
rather tunelessly. But it always made my spirits rise for the same reason. Took 
me away into the great outdoors for a few moments. / will lift up mine eyes unto 
the hills...’ 

ead from whence cometh my help. My help cometh even from the 
Lord.....’ Roger continued. 

‘Who hath made heaven and earth..... Angela added. ‘Do you remember it 
all?’ 

‘More or less, though it was the first bit that attracted me. | used to spout it 
when we got to the top of a mountain, especially Tryfan in North Wales. There 
are a couple of rocks on the summit called Adam and Eve.’ 

‘| remember those. When you’re walking the road down by the lake they 
look like two people on the top.’ 

‘| wonder what it’s like to walk across the hills over there?’ 

‘We could try sometime. They say we can do whatever we wish — and 
there’s no timescale....’ 

‘....and we won’t have to bother with packed lunches, or wet weather kit, 
we couldn't get lost, we won’t need maps....oh, happy day!’ 

‘Quotation from a hymn, | believe,’ Angela teased. 

‘What is, oh happy day?’ 

‘Beloved by the Salvation Army, | think.’ 

‘| didn’t know that. | led a sheltered life!’ 

Angela gave her companion a playful shove, making him smile. ‘We’ve 
descended from philosophical heights into the valley of repartee,’ he laughed. 
‘I’m enjoying this walk hugely. Thanks for your company, Angela.’ 

‘And | yours, Roger. What with Matthew and now you, I’m reawakening my 
interest in men.’ 

Roger laughed again. ‘Glad to be of service, ma’am!’ 


As they walked across the open area in front of the conference centre they 
noticed Malcolm and Carlton approaching. 

‘Well met, you guys,’ Roger called. 

‘Hi, how’s it been with you?’ came Carlton’s mellifluous drawl. 

‘Fine, thanks,’ Angela responded. ‘I think you could say we’ve been at 
work, though it didn’t seem like that.’ 

‘Yep, same with us,’ Malcolm agreed. ‘After we left you, Roger, we walked 
to the golf course where another guy met us and gave us the job of taking ona 
couple of rookie golfers. Bit of a struggle at first, wasn't it, mate?’ 

Carlton smiled ironically. ‘That’s for sure. | wasn’t renowned for patience 
on earth, but | managed to grit my teeth. The guys tried hard and after a while 
played quite well.’ 
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‘What was that phrase one of the receiver guys told us about, influx into 
effort, wasn’t it? Guess that works in sport here as well as on earth,’ responded 
Roger. 

‘Yeah, you’re probably correct. Teaching them sure seemed easier after | 
calmed down inside.’ He grinned. ‘Didn’t know | had it in me. Must have come 
from the Big Chief!’ 

‘Well done, that man,’ said Angela. 

‘Thank you, ma’am!’ answered Carlton with a smile and slight bow. 

The four reached the entrance and contentedly walked into the foyer. As 
before no other people were present, so they chose chairs and sat in a small 
circle. 

‘What happens now?’ Malcolm asked shortly. 

Roger responded. ‘You know, though we’ve been told we don’t need food, 
| feel quite hungry. Is that just me or does anyone else feel the same?’ 

‘| sure do, for one,’ Carlton answered, glancing towards the other two. 

‘Count me in, mate,’ said Malcolm. 

‘Yes, that goes for me as well,’ said Angela. ‘Do we just hope some food 
appears, or wait and see whether the receivers join us? | wonder where Jennifer 
and Leroy are? Jennifer went walking on her own and Leroy went to help with 
some young footballers, you said, Roger.’ 

‘My guess is they’ll get the message we’re back here together, if they still 
want to be with us as a group,’ he replied. 

In confirmation, the door swung open smartly and Leroy appeared, a 
touch flustered but smiling. 

‘Hey, yow guys, yow’re back ‘ere an’ all. | felt yow might be but | weren't 
sure.’ 

‘Hi, Leroy,’ said Roger. ‘How did you get on at the stadium?’ 

‘Cor, they were a right load o’ sh...well, they were a ‘ell....what | mean is 
they weren't ‘alf a mixed bunch o’ kids. The receiver bloke, Dan, ‘e warned me 
they were, an’ ‘e was right. | ‘ad ter bite me tongue an’ all. Every colour o’ the 
bloody rainbow they were. Still, they was dead keen....no, it’s daft ter say that , 
ain't it, they was real keen ter play. But yow’d a fell about larfin’ when they tried 
playin’ without foulin’. | warned ‘em what'd ‘appen if they did. Sure enough one of 
‘em ‘ad ter ‘ave a goo and tried ter clobber someone ‘oo’d dribbled round ‘im, so 
‘e fell over paralysed like. And ‘e stank like ‘ell...’cos that’s what they say ‘ell is 
like, don’ they?’ 

Roger felt the others needed putting in the picture. ‘We’ve both found 
there’s an effective embargo on causing hurt to another person here. For 
example, when we both played in a football game there was no problem when 
you knocked another player when you both genuinely went for the ball. 
Interestingly it didn’t hurt at all. But when Leroy tried to take my feet in a tackle, 
he met the problem he’s just described.’ 

‘Cor, | wonder what playing Aussie rules would be like?, exclaimed 
Malcolm. 

‘Yes, and rugby,’ Roger agreed. ‘We were told contact sports are OK so 
long as you keep strictly to the rules.’ 
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That'd sort out a lot of players.’ 

‘Sure would in football, by that | mean American football, not your soccer,’ 
said Carlton. He glanced at Angela. ‘Did you play any game, ma’am?’ 

‘Only at my school, lacrosse and netball. You remember | told you as an 
adult | wondered about taking up golf, but never got round to it.’ 

‘Well, you can do that here and we'd be very pleased to teach you. It’s a 
great game and the one course we've seen so far is beautiful.’ 

‘Thanks, Carlton, | may take you up on that. It's a wonderful feeling, you 
know, the chance to try anything new with friends.’ 

Leroy pulled a chair into the circle, the others easing theirs to make space 
for him. The disparate individuals were bonding. 

‘| found you on a beach, Leroy,’ said Roger. ‘Did you walk there from 
here? | hadn't realised the shore was nearby.’ 

‘Yeah, an’ it’s great, man. Me an’ Benny went swimmin’. Yow don’ get wet 
like yow did on earth, it don’ feel cold, an yow can dive down and breathe jus’ like 
yow can above water. There’s all kinds o’ fish an’ all, real cool colours. Benny 
says they don’ eat each other like on earth. Bloody marvellous it is.’ 

‘That's what | found out about animals here,’ agreed Angela. ‘I went to a 
talk about them by a man who used to do TV nature programmes on earth. He 
says there are many kinds in heaven and he loves working with them because 
they don’t prey on one another — and there’s no mess!’ 

Not having so far thought about creatures in the second or third phases of 
life, Carlton and Malcolm quizzed her for details. She did her best to explain the 
creative relationship between those in heaven, those in their present phase and 
their counterparts on earth. She wasn’t sure she’d got it right. 

‘Well, it's down to the creative energy flowing through everything here and 
on to the physical plane. But we’re the only creatures who have a life in both 
realms. Fantastic when you think about it.’ 

‘That’s for sure,’ said Malcolm. ‘I know | wasn’t the best bloke around on 
earth by a long chalk, but | hope | can go on a bit like | am now, like we all are in 
fact. If this is all down to the Creator, then good for Him, | say!’ 

‘Hear, hear!’ agreed Roger. 

‘Absolutely!’ said Angela. 

‘Yer know,’ said Leroy reflectively, ‘when | went for me walk, thinkin’ I’d 
goo down to that beach, which I'd seen afore | first met Josh, | met another 
bloke, name o’ Martin. Not a receiver but someone from another level in ‘eaven, 
‘e said. ‘E told me quite a lot an’ all. | was thinkin’ about women, nice ‘uns, yow 
know. So | got ter wonderin’ about sex ‘ere. ‘E told me it does ‘appen in ‘eaven 
but only with your real partner. ‘E says the Creator makes sure everyone gets 
one, so that ‘elps yow to be really ‘appy there. So anyone ‘oo slept around on 
earth ‘as a problem settlin’ down with jus’ one. Now | can see that’s a great idea, 
but it’s rough on anyone like me ‘oo used ter screw....’ he looked up at Angela, 
‘...0h, sorry, miss, er, Angela, well, yer know what | mean.’ 

Leroy looked at the others and saw he had their full attention. Pleased 
with their focus he explained his predicament. 
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‘What I’m wonderin’ is....well, | weren't no different ter anyone else me 
own age. Everyone nattered about sex. It was always on telly and in magazines. 
Film stars and TV stars, yer know, 0o’d sha....had sex with ‘oo. Yowd a bin very 
odd if yow weren’t the same. Course, in the gangs yow didn’t do gay, stands ter 
reason. Yow got sex education at school, but it was all biology an’ stuff. Then 
there was child care as some kids took. That was all about fam’lies. None of it 
was about the real world fer me. | ‘eard about the ten commandments at school, 
yer know, don’t steal, don’t lie, don’t do adultery, don’t want what yer neighbour's 
got, but when yow looked at people’s lives a ‘ell.....well, a lot on ‘em didn’t take 
any notice. So what do we all do ‘ere? | reckon the only commandment | ever 
kept was the one about ‘onourin’ me mother. Couldn’t do that with me dad 
because | never knew ‘im.’ 

The other four exchanged very understanding looks. Malcolm gave a 
confirmatory nod. ‘Well put, mate. If you don’t all know this already, | made porno 
films and videos to make extra money when me company was losing out doing 
advertising clips. Don’t get me wrong, | wouldn’t have anything to do with hard 
stuff — vicious and really degrading. | didn’t think what | did was all that bad — 
there’s a big market because everyone likes a bit of sex, as Leroy says. | 
certainly had it with a lot of real classy sheilas — | was very popular when | had 
me house on Sydney harbour. So also I’m wondering what's the future for me 
here.’ 

‘If we’re into confessing worries about sex, I'll pitch in with something | 
talked about with Roger, said Angela. ‘I had sex with both men and women, and 
no, | wasn’t ever married. So what's that, double fornication?’ 

Silence ensued, then Angela glanced at Roger. He gave an answering 
smile. ‘I can’t admit to anything very colourful to keep you company. | did sleep 
with a couple of girls at university, as Leroy says like you do, then | met Anne. | 
know it’s a cliché but we did fall in love. Yes, we did have sex before marriage 
but it was a couple of years afterwards that our son was born. We tried for 
another child but nothing happened, so we just carried on. We were content as a 
threesome. I’d been an only child and so had Anne, so we weren’t all that 
bothered. | didn’t have any other relationship after we married and I’m pretty sure 
Anne didn’t, not because we thought it was wrong, we were just happy with each 
other.’ 

‘As the only guy who hasn't contributed to this interesting discussion so 
far, | feel | should add my experience,’ said Carlton. ‘| mentioned it partly to 
Malcolm. | was so wedded to my legal work | just didn’t bother overly with sex. At 
college | slept around a bit, as Roger says that was quite normal. | didn’t find 
anyone who wanted to marry but that in no way concerned me. | was totally 
committed to my work. | had a succession of women who looked after my house 
and occasionally one of them and | had sex, usually after a good meal and wine, 
but neither they nor | ever thought it wrong. It was part of life, but not a 
particularly important part for me. Now, if that, or whatever you guys did in sexual 
matters on earth is going to force us not to choose to go on to heaven, then I’ve 
read what’s happened so far wrongly — apart from my first reaction here, you'll 
remember. 
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Engaged as they were in discussion, no one noticed Jennifer walk in 
quietly. Her sharp tone swivelled them smartly in her direction. 

‘From what you describe you all had pleasant sexual experiences. Can 
you imagine what it’s like being used as an object to satisfy a sadist? What was 
worse he was my husband!’ 

Shocked into silence the others fidgeted uncomfortably. Typically it was 
Leroy who answered. 

‘Yow shouldn't ‘ave bin treated like that. If people want hard stuff at least 
there should be give an’ take. I’d ‘ave used me knife on anyone | saw really 
roughin’ up a babe. Mind you, I’m with Malcolm, yow shouldn’t ‘ave anything ter 
do with that sort.’ 

‘You must have had a very bad time, Jennifer, but at least you’re safe from 
him now, permanently so. Come and join us. We wondered whether you would.’ 
Roger stood and added a chair to the circle. Jennifer smiled thanks and sat in it. 

‘| suppose | should have found out more about the man before | went into 
marriage. However, | can put that behind me now. You'll be interested to hear, 
Angela, that I’ve found an occupation and, Leroy, it’s helping some of the young 
people you've been with.’ 

‘What, me football lot? Cor, ‘ow d’ya get on with ‘em? Right bunch, ain’t 
they? What are yow doin’ with ‘em?’ 

There was no doubting the genuineness of his enquiry, nor Jennifer's new 
confidence. ‘Oh, I’m listening to their moans and groans and trying to answer 
some of their questions about getting on with one another. One told me about a 
tough looking lad who has started to show them football skills; he said this lad 
was bloody great, so | knew it was you, Leroy.’ 

‘Oh, ta, an’ all,’ came the embarrassed response. 

No one had noticed Adam’s appearance. He sat unobtrusively near a wall, 
the radiance of his elegant body suit subdued until he stood up. 

‘You were discussing sex, past and present. Your own past, of course.’ 

His abrupt interjection threw them and they exchanged awkward glances. 
Ignoring their reactions he continued. 

‘In heaven we have eternal present, as you’re beginning to understand. 
Leroy told you about everyone finding their perfect partner. That’s an integral part 
of the Creator's purpose — a man and a woman attain a perfect relationship when 
they become an item. But there’s much to understand about such a relationship. 
First, obviously, it’s permanent. So, in digging out the best parts of your 
characters to suit a life in heaven as the Creator intends, the challenge arises as 
to whether you could cope with such permanence. | think you'll agree that 
sleeping around with many people wasn’t the best foundation for that! Hence the 
reason that so many belief systems on earth encourage single relationships. 

‘Now....if you were promiscuous, does that exclude you from choosing to 
live in heaven? Of course not, of itself. What matters is how you regarded the 
other person in your one night stands. Was it for what you got in the sexual 
experience or did you frequently think of your partner? How was it for you, 
darling? Did you say that with real meaning? However, it certainly helps your life 
here if you made a commitment to one person on earth. If you feel you couldn’t 
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do that here you wouldn’t choose heaven, but on the other hand you could never 
achieve a loving sexual relationship in hell. 

‘Whilst we’re on the subject, I'll mention the point Angela is considering. 
Homosexuality. The Creator's perfect partner scheme is entirely male/female. 
That’s implicit throughout creation, both here and throughout the universe. But on 
the physical plane variations occur which are embedded only in that plane, 
genetic mutations, for example. In the physical body hormones have varied 
effects and, of course, so do a person’s childhood experiences. There’s always 
an interplay between nature and nurture. What matters in a same sex 
relationship is....you’re probably getting thoroughly bored hearing the message 
repeated, but it’s crucial....whether people are in it for themselves or their 
partners. Here, the only perfect partner relationships are, as | said, between men 
and women, so people who were homosexual on earth gradually lose such 
feelings of attraction here. But it’s also quite usual for men and women who've 
been married on earth to find their spouses are not their perfect partners here 
either. Such partners may have met on earth, but more probably not. 

‘You also were thinking about sexual intercourse here. Certainly an FAQ, | 
assure you and certainly couples in heaven enjoy it as a delightful way of 
expressing their love for one another. It is so delightful that real coupling 
endures; it isn’t transitory as on earth. Nor does it leave the partners feeling tired 
or sleepy! Of course, there’s no procreation; that occurs only on the physical 
plane for the reason we've explained, starting the return of the creative power to 
the Creator. The union of a man and a woman here is so complete that where | 
live when you see a couple at a distance you see them as a single being. When 
they are nearer you can distinguish them separately. 

‘But there’s one more element to pairing here. As you know the human 
mind is highly complex, just as much here as on earth. But mainly its functions 
are related either to wisdom or affection. You may know psychologists use the 
terms cognitive and affective. Both men and women evince these aspects in their 
thoughts, speech and actions, but in men wisdom is the more pronounced 
characteristic, in women it is affection. Wisdom in this context, by the way, isn’t 
another term for intelligence. Men and women are equal in that. The salient point 
is that a perfect partnership enjoys full fruition because wisdom and affection 
become equal in the relationship. The sex act is an expression of that fruition. It 
could not possibly be just an equivalent of physical intercourse. 

Adam surveyed the small group. Expressions revealed wonder, shock and 
embarrassment as they matched their experiences to his description. 

‘| ain’t sure | follered all that,’ said Leroy, ‘but it don’t ‘arf sound different to 
me ‘avin’ it off with a girl back ‘ome.’ 

Adam swung round to face him. ‘What motivated you, Leroy? That’s what 
matters. Just to enjoy a screw, and you'll understand that, or did you want her to 
enjoy it as well?’ 

‘Yeah, well, the one I’m thinkin’ about was real cool. | ‘oped she'd feel ‘igh 
an’ all.’ 

‘Good. Stick with that, man.’ He turned to the whole group. ‘Now, | detect 
you're all feeling it's been a long day. Group dynamics to the fore! Would you 
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enjoy food and drink — another appetite, my friends?’ He chuckled, unwinding the 
spring of their concerns. 

‘Yes,’ said Angela positively. ‘My body may not need it but | feel it doesn't 
know that yet! 

‘On other occasions you'll want to prepare food so you can entertain 
friends. But as before we'll just turn to that table over there where you'll find 
plenty.’ 

As Adam indicated, a table was covered with attractive dishes, glasses 
and tankards, all replete. Smiles greeted the manifestation which, like the ability 
to move instantaneously, still held the fascination of novelty for each one. They 
moved easily across the room. 

Leroy picked up a plate with varied small pastries and turned immediately 
to Jennifer. 

‘Ere y’ar, love, ‘ave summat ter eat. | think yow need it.’ 

Totally nonplussed, she stared at him. Then she put her hands to his 
cheeks and gently kissed him. Roger moved deftly to catch the plate, 
momentarily forgetting that had Leroy let go it would simply have settled on the 
floor. 

‘Cor!’ said Leroy. For once he was speechless. Adam smiled. 

‘Have a drink, Leroy,’ he invited, passing him a tankard. ‘And Carlton, | 
assure you this will taste excellent!’ 

Looking a trifle sheepish, he responded, ‘I'll try to keep it that way.’ 

As the group enjoyed food and drink as easily and as naturally as at a 
party on earth, conversation bubbled. Experiences were interchanged and ideas 
sought on further activities. Adam moved smoothly between them, letting the 
newcomers call the shots because they were their own target. 

Leroy as usual had a practical question. ‘This ‘ere drink, real cool beer. 
Give it me straight up, can | really goo on drinking it, pint after pint, and never get 
drunk and never want a pee?’ 

‘Another FAQ, my friend. Yes, to both. That drink and your body, though 
they feel so similar to your earthly experience, are not the same. But it’s not 
important. You’re enjoying the food and drink because you're all helping one 
another in some way. On this occasion it’s sharing your experiences so far. As 
long as you want to do that you can go on eating and drinking — you'll enjoy the 
sensation, which is what you enjoyed on earth. There, after you’d eaten, you 
didn’t need to take notice of what was happening to the food which, as you know, 
was being digested. The internal process wasn’t at all pleasant as you also know 
if something happened to make you aware of it. Nevertheless your physical body 
relied on it. 

‘Here, though, you'll have no feeling of wanting food or drink when you’re 
on your own because your body doesn’t need it. Some newcomers, as soon as 
they realise they can have whatever they want, begin by wanting a great feast 
and try to eat as much as they can. When they realise the process can be never 
ending, guess what happens?’ 

‘It becomes bloody useless,’ Leroy confirmed. 

‘Precisely! And very tasteless.’ 
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‘Another thing...’ Leroy continued. ‘What about drugs ‘ere? | dunno about 
everyone else, he gestured to the group, ‘but | didn’t do them, well, not after a 
bit. Too much trouble with other gangs if yow did. What ‘appens ‘ere? Yow must 
get addicts ‘oo die stoned. ‘Ow d’yer sort ‘em out?’ 

‘’m sure you can imagine,’ replied Adam, ‘you cannot add anything 
external to what you feel through your senses. They, as you’ve experienced, are 
greatly enhanced from those you had on earth — and those were exquisite, 
weren't they? So an addict arriving here as you describe slowly regains strength 
just as anyone who arrives after a debilitating illness. They don’t do cold turkey, 
which is what you probably want to know. But neither can they take drugs 
because they wouldn't appear and that’s because....’ 

‘....Id be just for themselves,’ Leroy finished. ‘OK, | get it.’ 

‘Great!’ beamed Adam 


A feeling of contentment infiltrated the group. Concerns receded. The light 
dimmed. Sitting in their circle, talking quietly, they ranged over enjoyable events 
in their lives which each had, though to differing degrees. Adam knew they no 
longer required him. 

‘Friends, I'll leave you to return to your bedrooms. As on your first evening, 
you'll experience welcome rest and dreamless sleep. You know now about 
clothes in this phase so they will be of no concern. You'll awake together again 
for what you'll feel is to-morrow. Food will be here on this table if you require it. 
Matthew will give another talk which you can attend if you wish. After that you 
can do as you will, just as to-day. If some of you want to have different clothes, 
Angela or Jennifer will be able to guide you in that process. Roger and Angela 
can help you if you want to try different activities, and | assure you there are 
countless possibilities, or you can continue with what you've started. You can 
explore the town and its buildings, meet people from many backgrounds of earth 
if you wish, walk to your heart’s content with friends across the meadows and 
hills that you’ve seen. If a beach attracts you, Leroy can guide you to that and the 
sea. Whilst you’re doing whatever you choose, you know what process is 
operating in the background for each of you individually.’ 

‘Yes sir,’ agreed Carlton, ‘and it’s fully organised!’ 

‘Well said, my friend.’ 

Conventionally Adam walked out through the door. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 


The group sat together for Matthew's second talk. All decided they wanted 
to attend and, judging by the size of the audience, so did most newcomers from 
the other groups who had been at the first. Animated conversation filled the 
lecture theatre contrasting with the subdued murmuring that had characterised 
anticipation on that occasion. 

As Roger turned from talking with her to answer a question from Jennifer, 
Angela reviewed the revelations Matthew had presented, both to her with his 
personal welcome and in his first talk. What next, she wondered? More 
astounding facts? The universe is incredibly complex, he said. Was he about to 
provide more mind boggling ideas for their contemplation? The universe is not 
only queerer than we imagined, it’s queerer than we can imagine! ‘Who made 
that statement?’ she whispered in memory. Then she remembered. J B S 
Haldane. ‘Now | know how true that is!’ 

She had enjoyed blissful rest during the night. Returning to her room when 
the group dispersed after Adam had left she felt pleasantly relaxed. Though she 
knew there was still much to think about she found she could easily switch off the 
current of thought. The bed was invitingly neat, her pyjamas carefully folded, 
though she couldn’t remember whether she had tidied them or not. She smiled at 
having no inclination whatsoever to wash, do anything to her hair or use a toilet. 
Personal chores are also things of the past, she accepted. 

She knew she could change into her pyjamas by the expedient of holding 
them against her body, but she laid them aside and undressed normally. Briefly 
she stood naked, lifted her arms above her head, flexing her back, then opening 
them wide and bending to left and right. Then she dropped them to her sides and 
gently smoothed her hands across her breasts and down her thighs. Not a twinge 
of muscle fatigue anywhere. Absolutely wonderful. Why didn’t | think more about 
creation? 

She followed this with another notion — how do | thank the Creator now? 
She recollected prayers mumbled meaninglessly in school assemblies. Of course 
they had always intoned the Lord’s Prayer, but again that had carried little 
meaning, though sometimes she had linked Thine is the power and the glory for 
ever and ever with the Devon countryside she loved and the timeless quality of 
the Welsh hills. Timeless....by comparison, of course. Not timeless according to 
what | know now, she admitted. 

She slipped between the soft sheets without putting on her pyjamas, 
enjoying the gentle enveloping warmth which came immediately. Her last 
conscious thought was of Edgar’s statement that people can thank the Creator 
simply by thinking that’s what they should do. Thanks for everything, Lord, and | 
really mean that.... 


Matthew walked through the door and went to the front table, turning and 
half sitting upon it, facing the audience. He had their instant attention. 

‘Good morning, everyone. As you see | arrived normally....we do, quite 
often.’ His eyes skipped merrily as he scanned the company, contriving to catch 
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each eye individually. “You’ve had a conventional night’s rest, something you’ve 
shared because all groups here are melding into units. From your experiences so 
far you've realised there is no external force, pressure, organisation, constraint, 
call it what you will, weighing on you to do anything. So to keep you in familiar 
circumstances you'll continue to feel the passing of days. However, there’s no 
calendar because we’re not on a revolving planet circling a sun in the physical 
world, even though we are associated with earth because we are part of the 
creative energy’s channel to it. We can hope that increasingly men and women 
there will come to realise that they and everything in their environment depend 
absolutely on the maintenance of that force into every particle, atom, molecule, 
cell, organism, and substance that comprise that environment, be it land, sea, air, 
planet, sun or galaxy. We can also hope that gradually men and women on earth 
will accept their history as you now know it and simply try to improve. The more 
people who arrive here able and willing to choose the heavenly life, the more the 
channel will carry encouraging influence and there'll be an upward spiral of 
progress.’ 

A murmur rippled through the audience. Angela was unsure whether it 
signified acceptance, incredulity or hope. 

‘Now I'll focus on you, each individual present. Because you are still very 
new newcomers | know you’re having difficulty accepting the fact that you choose 
whether you will cope with life in heaven or whether you'd prefer hell. The 
complex personality fabric you wove needs much more unravelling. That will take 
a greatly varied number of days for all present, some perhaps only a hundred or 
so, others well into the thousands. But unravel it will and then you and everyone 
you meet will recognise the unencumbered you. You will then either welcome 
and be welcomed in a group in heaven at whatever level suits you, or you'll 
decide to live at one or other level in hell. If you decide on the latter you will still 
feel that suits you, that’s in the nature of the Creator. However, because you'll 
choose that final phase of life due to your preferring yourself to others, you won't 
want to live permanently in any group. No one does. So your life there will 
depend just as much on your true character and that will determine your quality 
of life. Interaction with others will always be tricky and can be downright 
unpleasant. But you wouldn’t want it any other way.’ 

This time no sound emanated from the audience but concerned looks 
were exchanged. Many thoughts were still at odds with the notion of choice. 

‘This talk is intended to help you individually to consider the characters 
you created. The way I’m going to do that is to suggest you imagine yourselves 
back on earth but with the knowledge you now have. I’m going to outline what 
would have been a pretty good life to lead to fulfil the Creator's purpose for you, 
a life leading to heaven. Of course, you won’t have met all requirements, some of 
you not by a long way. But you may recognise those with which you are in 
accord. Overall you face a question of balance — because you have a mixture of 
acceptable and unacceptable characteristics for a life in heaven, which can you 
drop and which must you retain because they are so much you? Then, if that 
clarifies your thinking, you can spend however many days it takes finding out 
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whether you can indeed drop some of the things you liked but which patently 
aren't heavenly! 

‘Let me remind you of the history of humans on earth that | gave in my first 
talk. The implications are that everyone on earth still finds selfishness attractive. 
The mechanism is that there are two crucial aspects to the mind — will and 
understanding. The will is inherited; you'll be familiar with the phrase inherited 
tendencies. The understanding develops through nurture — one’s upbringing and 
education, socialisation is the usual term. Due to humans’ history everyone still 
inherits a will that’s naturally selfish. The understanding is where conscience 
develops, through socialisation and, hopefully, it’s less self orientated and leads 
to acceptance that the better side of human nature is to help others, using 
judgment and intelligence as to what that help should be. So life comprises a 
struggle between the will and the understanding, hopefully with the latter 
modifying the former. 

‘You may have come across other references to the struggle, terms such 
as the ego and the jd, the / and the me, or influences such as ying and yang, or 
temptation battles between right and wrong. If you ever went to church you may 
have sung hymns which, typical of earth humans, characterised it as war: fight 
the good fight....marching as to war.....His terrible swift sword. I’m sure you'll 
remember more. 

‘But none of you in this room were much involved with any formal religion. 
No matter. From what I’ve just explained you may recognise processes put 
forward in various belief sets. How they’ve been interpreted in struggles for 
power over the centuries! Sectional groups, countries, races even have deemed 
themselves good and their enemies evil, legitimising wars and ethnic cleansing. 
Yet the real struggle lies within each individual due to the history of the whole 
race though no individual carries responsibility for past events. History shouldn’t 
dictate current behaviour; it serves only to explain. Behaviour is the responsibility 
of each individual, no more, no less. Following the crowd doesn’t absolve the 
individual. 

‘Be aware, also, that this talk is one of a great number which are given 
repeatedly to all groups of newcomers from the many varied backgrounds on 
earth — and indeed all other planets with humans, though we wouldn’t understand 
the great majority of those because their backgrounds are very different. They, of 
course, would have extreme difficulty understanding us because, without 
exception, they have greatly less awareness of evil. From the heavenly 
perspective the worst hells are largely populated by humans from earth. That 
shouldn’t surprise you, even if you had only slight knowledge of history and 
current affairs during your earthly lives. 

‘So other groups attend talks for those who range across the spectrum of 
human societies and who each experience familiar surroundings, just as you 
have. Which is why, so far, as | said in my last talk, none of you has set eyes on 
a church building. You may come to do so, of course, or not. 

Matthew paused and walked slowly behind the table, where he searched 
the audience again, then leaned slightly forward widening his arms and resting 
his hands on the table. 
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‘So, imagine you’re back on earth as a young adult and in the unusual 
position of being able to decide in virtual freedom what would be the best way to 
live your life with a view to fulfilling the Creator's wish that you should ultimately 
arrive in heaven.’ 

He smiled broadly, straightened his back and spread his arms wide. ‘What 
an impossible scenario!’ Responding smiles confirmed agreement. ‘However, the 
notion may help you, which is my intention. 

‘Of course, you’d recognise that living a good life would imply not having 
any thought of ultimately arriving in heaven as a reward. Having that attitude 
would put you perpetually out of step because basically it’s selfish. So you would 
use your conscience as your guiding influence to whatever extent it developed 
through your socialisation. 

‘You would avoid anything which deflects or negates the Creator's 
purpose, so you would never kill. That’s especially so as you know every person 
moves on to this life, so killing cannot serve any purpose except a self-orientated 
reason whether personal, group, sect or country based and due to anger, hatred, 
inconvenience, domination, jealousy, carelessness, or whatever. Remember how 
amazing it is that the Creator has provided for all human life to start on the 
physical plane — and set that in the context of eternal existence together with the 
cycle of human life from Him and back to Him. Attempting to interfere with that 
process by causing a person’s death is truly appalling, no matter who the person 
is. That applies just as much to someone who gets another person to kill for them 
so, for example, you wouldn’t take on the role of executioner. 

‘From that it would be obvious you would never deliberately set out to 
harm a child in any way, physically or mentally. Children are potential adults, who 
like you should be free to choose the best way to serve the Creator’s purpose. 
Causing harm in this context is very broad and isn’t confined to direct action. 
Consider the great array of computer games that have killing as their basic idea, 
sometimes euphemistically referred to as zapping. As computer technology is 
enhanced this can be in a remarkably realistic virtual world. Then people wring 
their hands when a child kills another, yet everyone knows children learn by 
copying others. Virtual reality....virtual hell....in such a case. 

‘Imagine the situation for someone arriving here who delighted in harming 
children one way or another. He or she can’t cope with heaven as a result, so 
chooses to live in hell. There, of course, no child is ever seen. Remember 
everyone’s character becomes fixed at the point of physical death, so such a 
person would never lose their self-created all-consuming inclination. You've 
heard us talk about frustration being the unquenchable fires of hell. Anyone on 
earth who inclines that way towards children should research a famous reference 
to millstones, heed the warning and change before it’s too late! 

‘You wouldn't deliberately take what didn’t belong to you. That includes 
identities, reputations, records and such like as well as the more obvious items of 
money diverted to your bank account or possessions stolen from school, house 
or workplace. You’d accept, also, that stealing from an organisation is identical to 
stealing from a person. Further, swindling people via their computers is no 
different to picking a pocket or burglary, nor is there any difference between 
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taking a single penny or billions of pounds. You can change that into any 
Currency you were familiar with in your particular lives. Ah, I’ve given you an 
unintended personal snapshot — | lived in the sterling area and, yes, in fairly 
modern times.’ 

Matthew laughed, gently placed the tips of his fingers on either side of his 
head, then held his hands apart in a gesture of self disparagement. The audience 
chuckled warmly. It was reassuring to appreciate a receiver's foibles. 

‘You wouldn't be jealous of other people — their successes, their 
possessions, their partners, even the shape of their bodies. Neither would you 
deliberately tell lies to cheat or get others into trouble. That proviso extends 
through a great range of activities from perjury, creating propaganda from known 
untruths, falsifying records, writing false reports, deliberately ignoring known facts 
to suit your own purpose, pretending to be what you are not, for example in a 
chat room, to cheating a referee and an opponent in football...’ 

‘....0f even soccer,’ Carlton whispered to Roger, who grinned. So did 
Matthew who acknowledged the aside. ‘I used to call it that as well at school, 
soccer and rugger.....but no, I’m not about to divulge my ancestry. Quite 
unimportant!’ 

‘Shame,’ breathed a few voices, drawing forth another smile from their 
mentor, aware of their natural curiosity as newcomers. But he refrained from 
further background comment. 

‘You would try to keep calm and subdue your temper, not giving way to 
rage as a selfish method of relieving tension. Certainly you would avoid 
arrogance. That, as | mentioned in my previous talk, has been a problem for 
earth humans for most of their recent history. If individuals did so on a wide 
scale, very gradually that would lead to its decline in the race via heredity and 
nurture. 

‘Of course you would regard all people as equal, irrespective of age, sex, 
race, intelligence, health or any other division by which people try to classify 
others. There is absolutely no proviso limiting that. You’ve probably often heard 
us say there are only people. \f you choose heaven you'll repeat it frequently as 
well. 

‘You would keep an open mind and not shut out other people’s ideas. That 
also applies throughout human activity, from listening to one’s partner to 
academics viewing other researchers’ theories. History is littered with failures to 
listen, to the chagrin of the individuals involved. 

‘You would try to commit yourself to one partner in a relationship because 
you know of the Creator’s perfect partner scheme for all in heaven. Further, you 
wouldn’t regard the sexual aspect as the most important element in the 
relationship, so you wouldn’t judge your marriage according to sexual 
gratification. Further still, you would regard your partner as the most important 
part, not yourself. Making love implies giving, doesn't it? 

‘The Creator's purpose for you in a sexual relationship is, naturally, to 
assist creation. However, you would want to have children for that reason alone — 
to extend the race — not to have them as your possessions, or to appear adult in 
the eyes of your group, or to look after you in your old age. You would have an 
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eye to your country’s population as well and avoid having what might be 
regarded as too many in some cases. There is, aS you know, one unfailing 
method of avoiding pregnancy, though | admit many people find that intolerable! 
Nevertheless, mainly celibate marriages are possible and, because real love 
certainly transcends sexual intercourse, are thoroughly enjoyed provided both 
partners consider the other primarily. 

‘You wouldn’t put great store on possessions. Of course, if you live in a 
country designated developed by current earthly standards, trade helps many 
people and it would be unhelpful to try to unravel that process. But buying 
through excessive debt spending, changing items after a year or two due to 
boredom, always keeping up with ever-changing fashion — which is a device to 
keep the buying ball rolling, of course — these are over the top and lead 
inexorably to selfish attitudes. If you were sufficiently astute to make a surplus of 
money beyond your reasonable needs you would use the extra as well as you 
could in helping others, particularly those suffering in some way and therefore 
less able to lead a life in which they, in their turn, help others. 

‘You would try to keep yourself fit and healthy to give you better 
opportunities and longer life for helping others, not just for your self esteem. 
Similarly you wouldn’t expose yourself to undue risks to your life for personal 
enjoyment — getting kicks from adrenaline rushes. That wouldn’t mean never 
enjoying some potentially dangerous activities in company for mutual enjoyment. 
Rock climbing, for example, is hazardous, but enjoyable with friends. What 
constitutes the borderline between the reasonable and the extreme is a matter 
for intelligent judgment. 

‘In the matter of personal fitness, you would avoid losing control of your 
actions by over-indulging in drink and drugs. Naturally you’d enjoy getting 
together with others in mutual friendship but you’d remain in control of yourself. 
’Il show you the reason for that later. 

‘You would choose an occupation truly designed to serve other people. 
Obviously many in the service industries do so, though you’d need to be careful 
about finance. Money is entrenched in society at present, though you'll be able 
understand already that you could have heaven on earth if everyone geared 
themselves to serving one another, greed was unheard of and money was 
abolished.’ His eyes shone again. ‘A truly fantastic notion, of course! But it’s what 
transpires in heaven. It also transpired on earth for many thousands of years in 
the early times. However, let’s be realistic. Finance can lead to deeply selfish 
activities or the opposite. You would have to use judgment and intelligence again 
to decide which occupations fulfilled which proviso, as you would to judge any 
other job. The key consideration would not be just because it provided you with 
money. 

‘I'll expand my last point to illustrate just one quite extensive activity which 
people enjoy which in no way can be regarded as potentially heavenly, that’s 
crime as entertainment. There’s an incongruous situation where leaders and 
public alike bewail amounts of crime, yet there’s a large entertainment industry 
based upon it! Books, films, plays, television programmes, board games 
featuring crime are thoroughly enjoyed by nearly all the population. Oh yes, | 
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know what captivates imaginations are the puzzles, the whodunits. But why not 
reverse the plot — have a scenario where unknown characters perform various 
kinds of dramatic rescue with a sub plot of needing to reveal who was 
responsible? To be realistic, and for dramatic obfuscation, introduce characters 
who want to advance themselves who therefore need to be exposed for so doing, 
then provide the final revelation of who did the good deed. Other plots depending 
on all kinds of vital but concealed assistance could easily be invented leading to 
a whole new and wholesome genre. But perhaps that would only occur on 
another planet! | wonder, though, how many people begin a life of crime by 
copying the many examples paraded before them in regular daily sequence. Did 
you ever scan the day’s film titles in TV guides? Newcomers have told me that 
crime, horror and sex usually comprise the great majority.’ 

Some members of the audience glanced at one another, quick to seize on 
more clues about their speaker, so proving they indeed liked detecting. Matthew 
acknowledged their thoughts with a passing smile. 

‘Germane to that is the habit of newspapers and other media to feature 
criminal activities so prominently. In so doing they assume people enjoy reading 
about evil. Though everyone has a will biased in that direction, what they should 
be trying to do is to modify their will. That process would be greatly enhanced by 
regularly reading about and seeing examples of the great range of very good 
activities which many people practise. But editors and media owners continue to 
argue that good news doesn’t sell. Try advancing that idea here! So, on earth, if 
you wanted to become a reporter you would try to be one of the few who argue 
for more good news. Perhaps, then, the few would increase, more reports would 
highlight life’s best practice and the upward spiral of real progress would 
accelerate. 

‘Throughout your life you would have as key to your motivation the idea of 
looking to help the other guy and never trying to dominate. | hope, also, that you 
would sometimes spare a thought for the Creator because whether you ever set 
foot in a religious building or not you, like everyone else throughout the universe, 
cannot exist for a nanosecond without His perpetual creative energy. He even 
supplies the notion of time for you to measure the nanosecond! 

‘As an aside, I'll explain a feature of that which should be obvious but 
which many people both here and in the mortal phase find amazing. As | said, 
individual existence depends continuously on the Creator - and that means 
absolutely everything we experience. So consider what happens when, for 
example, two people look at one another. Let’s be imaginative and call them A 
and B.’ His deprecating smile elicited amused responses. ‘Each feels he or she is 
aware of the other because light waves pass between them. Whilst that is true, 
what actually occurs is A’s mind is activated from the Creator and so is B’s. The 
Creator is a bridge between them. You can imagine the process as a current that 
flows from the Creator to A’s mind and also to B’s mind. So every individual is 
perpetually conscious through their link to the Creator. The mechanism is that 
each individual on earth receives the current of consciousness via two people in 
heaven and two in hell. No one here is aware of that and they change throughout 
the person’s life on earth. 


196 


‘Now | can return to my point about not losing self control through drink or 
drugs. Because consciousness is moderated by both heaven and hell, the 
outcome is that in the mortal phase people’s thoughts are continually responding 
to that influence. The balance preserves the individual's freedom and has been 
so since the Creator’s rescue mission. But when people deliberately lose self 
control they open the way for the hellish influence to dominate. That's why 
drunks and addicts are totally self orientated in their uncontrolled state. You don’t 
find them performing useful and unselfish acts of kindness — invariably the 
opposite and sometimes dangerously so. 

‘Each individual has the power to increase or decrease the heavenly or 
hellish influence. Their will or motivation, as | mentioned, tends to the latter, but if 
a tolerably good conscience has been developed they'll understand what to do to 
enhance the former. There’s another feature to this channel of consciousness. If 
a person is intent on responding to the self orientated influence, in extreme cases 
it can lead to the phenomenon they report when committing awful crimes that 
they heard voices, or even God told them to do it. Pure hell, of course. On the 
other hand people who through no fault of their own are exposed to extreme 
danger, or who suffer through harsh illness, sometimes report hearing or even 
seeing someone giving them support. Pure heaven! In neither case are the 
conduits in the third phase aware of the process, though occasionally a person 
on earth may become slightly aware of the history of the person through whom 
consciousness is flowing and so may imagine they’ve had a previous existence. 

‘Finally, in the ideal life on earth, you would try to be socially aware, 
avoiding antisocial behaviour, concerned to uphold the law of your country, 
concerned to abide by the mores of your society both nationwide and in your 
neighbourhood. The reason for that, of course, is that in heaven everyone lives in 
groups permanently helping one another. Antisocial behaviour occurs only in hell 
and on earth. It takes many forms, as you will know, from leaving litter, obtrusive 
noise, graffiti, careless and dangerous driving, total disregard for others, through 
to physical attacks, riots and war. These and all the many others certainly have 
no heavenly origin — they ensue from people being highly self orientated, at the 
least not caring about others to determination to dominate at the other extreme.’ 

He stopped speaking and surveyed his company. 

‘Phew,’ came a comment which elicited a ripple of laughter. 

Matthew joined in, smiling broadly. ‘A counsel of perfection, wasn't it? As | 
said at the beginning, all are considerations you might want to adopt if you knew 
there were more phases of life and what those entailed. But if you had that 
knowledge now on earth you would not be free. So the life to come is hidden. As 
| told you in my first talk, to have free will there must be doubt. | cannot 
emphasise that too strongly. Individuals must be able freely to decide for 
themselves what they believe and act accordingly. 

‘We all know that every individual carries a mixed bag of good and not-so- 
good intentions. Both arise due to the interplay of socialisation and heredity. The 
good news is that by putting oneself in tune with the Creator’s purpose and trying 
to drop more of the latter, the former become enhanced. The bad news is that if 
individuals do not do so, when they arrive here it is too late. The wet concrete of 
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character becomes set for ever when you move from the mortal phase. You do 
not get another bite of the cherry. How’s that for a mixture of metaphors?’ 

The audience giggled in unison. 

‘You now should try to match the better aspects of your character with the 
points | made. | hope you can do so with a proportion. Think of those as pieces of 
metal and recognise the Creator’s purpose for you as a magnet; He’s trying to 
draw to the surface as much as can be useful in heaven. If, after plenty of give 
and take in groups in this phase, you’re content to take your revealed character 
and fit into one of the vast number of groups in heaven in one of the three very 
broad levels, great! But if not, you won't be forced into it. You'll choose your own 
level outside heaven and, as far as possible, you'll be content with that, albeit not 
in a cohesive society. Your life will muddle along. You'll continue to look after 
number one - which, in essence, is loneliness.’ 

He stretched his full height, opened his arms to the audience. Angela 
remembered the thrill she had felt at first hearing the confident warm timbre of his 
voice, powerful yet empathetic. His white suit gleamed in the lambent light of the 
room. Everyone felt he was speaking directly and personally to them. 

‘My friends, I’ve given you much to consider in these two talks. Perhaps 
you may need me again, though before then you need to undergo the give and 
take | mentioned through interaction with all manner of different people here. You 
have set foot on the road through the valley but hardly moved along it yet, so you 
still have a long way to go before you reach the fork. That’s the final fork, of 
course. You kept meeting similar junctions in your daily lives on earth, though 
you may not have recognised them as such. People from heaven will always be 
on hand to help you whenever necessary because the Creator and everyone 
there invites you to take the right road and join them. Whether you accept or not 
is down to you with the bag you decided to bring with you.’ 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


The group gravitated to the foyer of the conference centre after the other 
members of the audience had left the building. They moved chairs into a circle, 
jointly feeling they wanted to talk together. Each also felt they had reached a 
pause point though no one openly hazarded what that might be. Relationships 
were more relaxed so conversation should have flowed as it had after Matthew’s 
first talk. But it did not. 

Individually each was mentally searching for attitudes which accorded with 
Matthew's extensive checklist. On one hand its length seemed formidable, on the 
other he encouraged admission that most people carry a mixed bag into the 
second phase of life’s journey, further enhanced by the notion that the Creator 
wanted anyone in heaven who could find something worthwhile inside their 
luggage. 

Malcolm had the words of an old song slipping through his memory, way 
back as a child in the Second World War, he thought: 


Accen...choo-ate the positive, 
El-im....in-ate the negative 
Latch on....to the affirmative 
Don’t mess with Mr Inbetween 


He wondered what positives he could muster that he’d be happy to stick 
with. Mr Inbetween....he certainly felt that way. He knew his film making had 
given pleasure to a great many people but was it intrinsically bad? Some of the 
models were pathetic creatures, he used to think. Perhaps he had exploited 
them. Others, though, undoubtedly did it for a lark. They knew the score. Why not 
let them make cash from their looks and figures and their cavorting antics? But 
why had he followed that particular road? What about the girls he’d had sex with 
in his Sydney pad? Had it always been for what he got out of the couplings or 
had he ever thought about their feelings? He put others first when it came to the 
old sheilas in the hospice, but now feeling as fit as he’d ever been, what did he 
truly want to hold on to? This phase may last thousands of days for some people. 
Yeah, guess it may well do for this Mr Inbetween.... 

Jennifer thought about the young people she’d been with. At first they 
horrified her. They looked a rough bunch; their stares immediately antagonistic. 
Her thoughts had replayed feelings of walking into a classroom at a new school 
on the first day of term to take on a class everyone said was difficult. Now she 
realised that problem was of others’ making....give a dog a bad name....and she 
had fallen for it. Here, she determined, she’d not make the same mistake. 
Fortified by Gerald’s encouragement she heard herself say, 

‘Hi, everyone. If you’re looking for answers to all your problems, I’m going 
to disappoint you. I’m not very brilliant, | haven't been here long, but I’m happy to 
listen to anything you want to say. If | can’t give you answers straightaway 1’ll 
certainly find out and let you know. You never know, we may get one these guys 
in white popping in to help us. But | promise you | haven’t come from them so 
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there’s no one looking over my shoulder or listening in. | don’t have to tell anyone 
anything. I’m trying to muddle through here as well.’ 

Though they didn’t suddenly open up or smile at her, nevertheless one or 
two exchanged glances. Then one lad, who must have been about sixteen on 
earth, she thought, tested her. 

‘Why do we have this fucking extra life, why couldn’t we be dead good and 
proper? | did drugs, probably killed meself, | dunno. But here they say there ain’t 
anything like drugs so.....oh shit! You know what | mean? So sort me out if you 
can.’ 

‘| can’t sort you out, but | really do know your feelings. | topped myself, 
hoping for exactly what you wanted, to be dead good and proper. Now |’ve got 
the same as you....so I’m trying to sort myself out. Want to try doing it together?’ 

From there onwards she knew she had their grudging acceptance. At the 
back of her mind came the thought that Gerald knew more than he’d revealed 
when he suggested this occupation for her. She gelled further when they 
discovered she was in a group with Leroy. 

‘Cor, you should see how he can kick a ball. Talk about bend it like 
Beckham, he’s cool, big time,’ said an enthusiastic girl. 

Jennifer smiled inwardly at her words and outwardly wholeheartedly 
concurred. She knew then she would want to return to these young people and 
they would enjoy unburdening themselves to her. She looked across at Leroy 
who laughed gently and winked. A smile nodded her grateful response. 

He, also, was happy with the group he’d found. Some were the group 
playing at the gig he had first encountered when meeting Josh. Because he’d 
had little musical education but regularly downloaded tunes to his iPod, he was 
delighted when they said they’d help him play a guitar in return for his teaching 
them football skills. They all agreed doing everything with absolutely no pressure 
of time was great, big time! 

Carlton was thinking about his legal practice and his urgent but satisfying 
work. So he was naturally arrogant but was that always a bad thing? Confident, 
rather. Yes, he had excellent knowledge of those aspects of the law which 
served his clients well, so hadn’t he a right to be confident? No one wants a 
doubting or unsure attorney, do they? The law — upholding it was the mark of the 
good citizen in a well developed country. He could do nothing about the 
environment into which he had been born so, on the whole, he didn’t feel he had 
any reason to reproach himself. True, there were some problem matters, like his 
temper, but as Malcolm had said he wasn’t an old cuss deep down. Was he? No 
doubt helping a few more rookies on the golf course would unravel that. Then, 
possibly, on to a group that loved being together through enjoyment of keeping to 
the rules. Knowing exactly what to expect from others and they of you - / think | 
can live with that.... 

Both Angela and Roger had enjoyed finding a mutually satisfying 
occupation and each other’s company. Each felt they would enjoy working with 
the other, helping people as David had indicated, and also the huge joy of 
walking amidst the glorious scenery that surrounded them. Can it possibly be 
true that heaven has better scenery, Angela wondered. If so it must be truly 
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superb. In fact, beyond superlatives. She looked up, caught Roger’s happy 
expression and they exchanged contented smiles. / am finding men interesting 
again, after all. 

Roger was looking forward to thoroughly immersing himself in a useful 
occupation with technology he understood. He wondered how useful it would 
prove or otherwise if he moved on to heaven. Do they have computer technology 
there, he wondered. Does it have any use? On balance he thought probably it 
did. Can people exist there without books, so much part of lives on earth since 
they invented writing, for whatever reason, enhancing interaction? Now 
computers increase that process exponentially. He also was happy to be with 
another intelligent and caring woman, until he welcomed Anne, as he was certain 
he would. They tell us there’s only the appearance of time here. Perhaps Anne 
will be here in no time at all....well, quite soon anyway! 

‘Yer know, | met a weird bloke when | went fer me walk ter the beach.’ 
Typically Leroy led the conversation. ‘Well, actually | met two, the guy ‘oo told me 
a bit about sex an’ all, like | told yow. After | left ‘im | ‘eard someone call me from 
up a tree. When ‘e got down ‘e started natterin’ about doin’ over one o’ them big 
‘ouses.’ He looked around the group. ‘Some ‘o yow ain’t seen ‘em yet but they’re 
real cool....anyroad, this lad, said ‘is name was Jake, ‘e wanted me to stand 
watch fer ‘im whilst ‘e went in and nicked some stuff. Said there was plenty, 
computers, iPods an’ all. I'll admit | did a few things like that back ‘ome, well, yer 
know....anyroad, | ‘ad a sudden feelin’, like | knew | ‘ad ter make up me mind 
then an’ there what | wanted ter do ‘ere. So | told ‘im ter stuff it. ‘E weren’t best 
pleased so ‘e went off ter do it ‘imself. | watched ‘im walk through the gates, big 
‘uns they were, on pillars. Then ‘e walked up the drive and bloody disappeared! 
Just like that! I've bin wonderin’, yer know everyone keeps natterin’ that we 
decide where we want to finish up, like. D’ya think this Jake ‘ad decided ‘e 
preferred ter go ter ‘ell then and there, so ‘e did, but | couldn’t see the way ‘e 
went?’ 

Frowns circulated. ‘Could be, mate,’ offered Malcolm. ‘I hadn’t thought 
about how you move on when you do decide, but you could be right. | don’t 
suppose you see road signs.’ 

‘They keep telling us experiences here are geared to us individually,’ said 
Roger, ‘so | imagine each person finds the way when he or she positively 
decides. | guess this lad Jake saw something you didn’t, Leroy.’ 

‘Do you recall Matthew telling us about the receivers when we all first 
met?’ asked Angela. ‘I said I’d be happy to stay forever in this lovely countryside 
but he said it would be impossible because either we decide to leave or it leaves 
us. When you think of the flow of people there must be from earth, people must 
always be on the move from here, so I’m sure you're right, Leroy.’ 

‘If he was bent on stealing here | can’t imagine he was ever likely to be 
thinking about heaven,’ said Jennifer. ‘From what I’ve picked up | don’t think you 
possess things there individually. | was told | couldn’t make a collection of clothes 
for a wardrobe, though | can change what I’m wearing whenever | like.’ 
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Carlton turned to Angela. ‘Your point about there being a flow of people 
through this second phase. Quite correct, of course. However, I’ve seen only a 
very few so far, you’d agree, Malcolm?’ 

‘Yep, mate. Golf course seemed very quiet. When we first left here we 
walked quite a way without seeing a soul.’ 

Roger, Angela, Jennifer and Leroy laughed in unison. ‘You didn’t see 
Welcome Square, then? queried Roger. 

‘It's huge and it’s crowded,’ explained Angela. ‘We could take you there. 
Most of the people we saw were in groups, some with receivers but there were 
plenty with other guys in a motley array of clothes. My guess is those were 
people from the other levels of heaven.’ 

‘Yeah, this bloke Martin what | met, ‘e said ‘e was from where they like 
‘elpin’ other people more’n anythin’ else. Said ‘e was a teacher on earth. Wish I'd 
‘ad a few like ‘im back there. Anyroad, ‘e was dressed like any on us.’ 

‘Yes, Gerald, who fixed me up with your group of youngsters, Leroy, he 
was dressed quite normally; much better than | was for walking, actually. He said 
he was from the first level,’ Jennifer added. 

A natural lull stilled the conversation, each contemplating their personal 
experiences. Ever practical, and looking around, Roger asked, 

‘What now?’ 

A vision with golden shoulder length hair, dressed in a white two piece 
suit, still with a blue orchid above her left breast, appeared behind the circle of 
chairs. Immediately Malcolm jumped to his feet, moved his chair back and pulled 
another alongside it. The others quickly shuffled theirs to enlarge the circle. 

‘Come and sit here, me darling Rachel. You’ve come at the right moment, 
as usual.’ Malcolm waited until smiling her thanks, his receiver sat down. He did 
likewise and just managed to stop himself patting her knee. 

‘| wouldn’t have objected,’ she laughed. 

‘Oh, er... 

The others joined in sympathetic laughter. ‘Hard luck, Malcolm, Rachel’s 
as quick as Sarah in picking up your vibes,’ said Carlton. 

She moved on swiftly. ‘I’m here because we detected you’re thinking 
about the next developments in your progress through the second phase. I'll try 
to summarise some points for you to consider, then you can continue as you 
wish. | feel you all now have something positive to do which is a good beginning. 

‘Remember you are one very small group amongst huge numbers of 
others which are being constituted in an ongoing process as people arrive. 
Groups change, as | expect yours will. So far each of you has found some useful 
aspect of your characters from which you can develop some service to others. 
However, you have been here for a very short time, to use the inevitable 
description. This is your third day. You have yet to face increasing tests of your 
ability to cope with other people; you must decide whether you have the strength 
of character to help those you may have disregarded on earth, or worse, thought 
of as your enemies. People of different social class, race, nationality, differing 
religious beliefs — in your case they could be people who had intensely strong 
beliefs which you may have repudiated or ridiculed. 
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‘So you have a long way to go, or rather, a long stay here! As | mentioned, 
you have each made a good start. But you'll wonder whether you can ditch some 
character elements you rather enjoyed. I'll give a brief run down, which | can do 
openly now since you know something of one another. You shouldn't object to 
that because, if you choose heaven, you'll find there really is no hiding place. But 
you wouldn't want there to be. 

‘Malcolm, my dear,’ she smiled provocatively, ‘will you be content finally to 
love one woman whilst appreciating all the rest without wanting to get them into 
bed? Can you also find a long lasting occupation in which you can offer true 
service beyond a little help on a golf course, a game that you hadn’t played for 
many years on earth? 

‘Carlton, will you be happy to be confident with your knowledge without 
feeling important and so better than other people? Then when anyone you feel is 
a lesser person irritates you, can you control your temper? Your love of and 
respect for law may be of use to you, if you can find an outlet for it. Keep 
searching! 

‘Roger, you’ve understood why your work on earth was not the best you 
could have chosen because ultimately it was concerned with destruction. 
However you were very much orientated to your family and a small circle of 
friends. Can you greatly enlarge that and cope with all sorts and conditions of 
men and women? 

‘Leroy, can you really forget wanting to dominate other people as you did 
with your gang? True, you didn’t kill anyone on earth, but you tried, didn’t you? 
Nevertheless you have some good points deep down, and you’ve already taken 
One important step in the right direction. You met your first challenge sooner than 
anyone else in the group. So, well done. You’ve even got on quite well with a 
couple of former Redout supporters in your new group!’ Her eyes glittered 
merrily. ‘Can you keep up the good work? Can you also look at the attractive and 
shapely girls in that group of young people without wanting to have sex with 
them? 

‘Jennifer, you’ve got over your suicide and you've established an early 
rapport with Leroy’s young people. Can you also keep that up and not revert to 
feeling sorry for yourself and thinking how life on earth dealt badly with you? 

‘Angela, can you really think seriously how to help other people and not 
feel in your heart of hearts that you don’t need them? In other words can you 
consider help as something more than surface politeness? You're still not sure 
whether you ran your recruitment agency mainly to help your clients rather than 
just as a business for yourself. You'll need to keep probing. 

‘Some of those points may sting. They were meant to, though in a helpful 
way if you can accept that. The many more days you face in this phase can be 
thoroughly enjoyable as well as challenging. In that they will be no different from 
the experiences you’ve had so far. You can decide whether you want to keep 
coming together as a group or, as you move on to other activities and meet 
others, you may want to stay with them. You can move into houses, indeed you 
can help build houses for friends if you wish. That’s quite a fascinating procedure 
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and we use many methods in heaven. Roger and Angela can search out useful 
contacts here if you’re interested. 

Rachel swept her eyes around the group briefly making direct contact with 
each newcomer. She paused, then continued, 

‘If you could pull back from your present situation, like an imaginary TV 
camera pulling back from a tiny spot in a garden on earth to the house, the road, 
the area, the town, the country, the globe, the solar system, the galaxy, beyond 
all galaxies....you get the picture? If you could do that you might realise the very 
tiny point you constitute in the Creator’s life system. Nevertheless you possess 
that fraction and, whether you like it or not, you have it for ever. 

‘The really good news is that as you continue with your present phase of 
that life you will continue to have excellent, ongoing, never failing support from all 
levels of heaven. As you’ve already experienced, our call centres never keep you 
waiting. Heaven is very well staffed! 

‘| suggest you have a party and a good chinwag. As you see over there, 
there’s plenty of food and drink on the table....’ 


204 


Author’s Note 


There is far more to Swedenborg than | have used — for example his many 
volumes on the internal sense of those books of The Bible he referred to as 
‘inspired’, or having a spiritual meaning rather than being history*. | do not 
pretend to have wide and scholarly knowledge of his works. There are aspects | 
find strange and a few are patently incorrect, which certainly give me doubts. 
Nevertheless much seems to provide a logical explanation of why we are as we 
are. So my excuse for writing the book is embedded in Chapter Nineteen. If we 
all took some of that on board our world could be a happier, more contented and 
safer place in which to live. 


A reader asked me how much of the book derives from Swedenborg and 
how much is ‘embroidery’. | have certainly used plenty of the latter for effect. 
Because | assimilated much through being imbued with his ideas from my 
earliest childhood, it isn’t easy for me to split the two precisely. Nevertheless the 
following list gives most of the ideas taken from Swedenborg: 


e The human mind exists in both the physical and the spiritual worlds. 
Consciousness moves from the former to the latter when the physical 
body dies. Only humans have immortal minds. 


e The spiritual world is very ‘real’. Nevertheless ‘matter’ in the spiritual world 
is not the same as in the physical world even though appearances are 
very similar. 


e There is the appearance of space but it does not limit movement. People 
can move into the presence of others by thinking that they want to be with 
them. Similarly there is the appearance of the passage of time but this is 
really passing through states of experience by the individual. The process 
is never ending, but never cloys because perpetual renewal of experience 
is perpetually engaging. 


e All humans first enter a stage ‘between’ heaven and hell where gradually 
no dissembling is possible and a person’s true character becomes obvious 
to all. Bodies appear as they were on earth, but complete and without any 
deleterious physical defects. The senses are greatly enhanced. However 
bodies do not require sustenance nor are they subject to the needs of 
physical bodily functions. 


e Basic character cannot be changed in the spiritual world. 


e Everyone faces a choice of living in heaven or hell. 
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In heaven everyone has an open, outward, friendly approach to everyone 
else. In hell all are concerned first and foremost with themselves; friendly 
co-operation, therefore, is impossible. 


Having made the choice, based on the character freely developed on 
earth, no one really wants to cross the boundary between heaven and 
hell. 


There are three broad divisions in both heaven and hell. The heavenly 
ones, called by Swedenborg natural, spiritual and celestial, are basically 
characterised by obedience, service to all others and service to and 
adoration of God (The Lord) respectively. Those of hell are exact 
opposites. 


On first becoming conscious in the next life everyone meets people from 
the inmost (celestial) heaven. Gradually they are replaced by others from 
the spiritual and then the natural heaven. 


Heaven consists of a vast number of societies. An individual choosing 
heaven settles finally in one whose people have very similar characters, 
i.e. states of ‘goodness’. 


The totality of heavenly societies comprise the ‘Grand Man’ (the accepted 
translation of Swedenborg’s term) functioning as a perfect human. 


Hell is not part of the Grand Man. The in-between stage, (Swedenborg 
calls it the ‘World of Spirits’) functions as the digestive tract, utilising every 
possible source of goodness in the people entering from the physical 
plane. The hells, therefore, appear to have an excrementitious stench to 
anyone in heaven. 


There are a great number of planets throughout the universe on which 
there are, or have been, humans. 


The Lord is infinite, therefore His creative power is never ending. The 
infinite has no time. His creative energy is always flowing from Him, 
through all parts of the spiritual world to the physical universe and its 
worlds. 


Every human being continues his/her life in the spiritual world. No one is 
denied eternal life. 


All children go directly to heaven because they have not reached the 


stage of full rationality and hence full responsibility. After exceptionally 
talented teaching, but not indoctrination, they grow into adulthood. 
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People in heaven appear to grow younger to a phase of early adulthood. 


All people in heaven are considered equal irrespective of worldly 
background. People who become leaders do so because they feel by so 
doing they can better serve their fellows. There is no exertion of power 
over others. People who don't want that kind of role are content to accept 
their leaders’ decisions because they know the latter have their best 
interests at heart. 


People entering the spiritual world have an intuitive understanding of a 
universal language. 


The first humans on earth emerged in Africa. (He asserted this long before 
modern discoveries!) They had intuitive knowledge of the spiritual world. 
Some ‘pre-humans’ did gain immortal souls — Swedenborg refers to them 
as pre-Adamites — Adam being the representation in The Bible of the first 
truly human group. 


Successively humans on earth turned to selfish ways. As they did so, 
increasingly true understanding of the spiritual plane was lost. This 
became a downwards spiral until humans were so self-orientated entry to 
heaven was rare. The only sphere for the infinite (the Lord) to confront the 
influence of the hells was on the physical plane, hence His manifestation 
as Jesus Christ. This has occurred only on earth. The effect was to make 
His humanity Divine. 


Because of earth human history, everyone inherits a will that is essentially 
evil — i.e. self-orientated. During childhood conscience develops. Adults 
therefore have an understanding of how they should behave according to 
their consciences. The process of leading a good life is transforming the 
selfish will into an outward looking mode. Swedenborg’s term is 
‘regeneration’. What is in the conscience after childhood he terms 
‘remains’. What becomes an individual's understanding of good and evil 
depends greatly on whoever has influence over him or her as a child. 


The process of creation is that everything in the physical universe stems 
from the infinite via the immortal plane. There is, therefore, great similarity 
between the spiritual world and the natural one, indeed all natural worlds. 
(Swedenborg devotes much to his concept of ‘correspondences’.) In the 
case of human beings, the creative energy flows through two people in 
heaven and two in hell. Consciousness, therefore, stems from the Lord, 
the Creator, with influences that keep each individual in freedom of 
thought. Thoughts are always a mixture of good and evil — outward and 
inward looking. The individual decides in freedom which to act upon and 
encourage and so establishes his/her core character — which Swedenborg 
Calls the ‘ruling love’. 
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e Just as no one in heaven or hell is aware of the energy maintaining and 
passing through them, so no one on earth is aware of it either. Thus 
humans are free to imagine there is no other life than that of earth, no 
power beyond themselves and therefore no God — or the reverse. 


e People in heaven ultimately find and marry their ‘conjugial partner’ of the 
opposite sex. 


e Men and women are fully equal. Both have minds characterised by 
wisdom and affection; in men the former is accentuated, in women the 
latter. When conjugial partners marry in heaven there is complete union of 
their wisdom and affection. (NB: wisdom is not to be confused with 
intelligence.) 


e Sexual intercourse in heaven is, as are all other experiences, greatly 
enhanced. Coupling lasts, does not produce fatigue, and is one aspect of 
true love by each married partner for the other. Of course it is not a means 
of producing babies. 


e The Star of Bethlehem was not a physical star. 


e The Second Coming occurred in the spiritual world and Swedenborg was 
witness to the process. It was not a personal appearance of the Lord. 


Finally — the notion that humans on all other planets live simpler, possibly non- 
technological lives, is mine, though | feel it is a justifiable assumption from 
Swedenborg’s assertion about us. However, | do hope the SETI project will 
receive a signal and prove me wrong! 


NF 


* The list is: 

(Old Testament) Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, Deuteronomy, Joshua, 
Judges, 1st and 2nd Samuel, 1st and 2nd Kings, Psalms, Isaiah, Jeremiah, 
Lamentations, Ezekiel, Daniel, Hosea, Joel, Amos, Obadiah, Jonah, Micah, 
Nahum, Habakkuk, Zephaniah, Haggai, Zechariah, and Malachi. 

(New Testament) Matthew, Mark, Luke, John, and Revelation. 
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